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INTRODUCTION. 


BEGGAR, PLAYER, 


F Poverty be a Tule to Poetry, I 
* ſure No · body * 
I own my ſelf in the com 
and I make one at their 1 at = 
_ Giles's. I have a ſmall — Sallary for my 
Catches, and I am welcome to a Dinner there 
whenever 1 pleaſe, which is more than moſt 
Poets can ſay. 

Player. ; live by the Muſes, tis but 
Gratitude in us to encourage Poetical Merit 
where-ever we find it. The Muſes, contrary 
to all other Ladies, pay ro Diſtinction to Dreſs, 
and never J Mihake the Pertneſs of Em- 
for Wit, — modeſty of Want for 
Dulneſs. Be the Author 2 we puſh 
his Play as far as it will go. So (though you 
are in Want) | wiſh you ſucceſs heartily. 

Beggar. This piece 1 own was originally 
wrote for the the Marriage of James 
Chanter and Moll Lay, two moſt excellent Bal- 
lad-S; I have introduc'd the Similies that 
are in all your celebrated Opera's : The Swa!- 
let, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, &c. Be- 
fides I have a Priſon Scene which the Ladies. 
reckon charmingly pathetick. As to the Parts, 
] have obſerv'd ſuch a nice Impartiality to our 
two Ladies, that it is impoſſible for either of 
them 


INTRODUCTION. 

them to take Offence. I hope I may be for- 
given, that I have made my Opera throughout 
natural, Ike thoſe in vogue; for I have no 
Recitative: Excepting this, as I have conſented 
to have neither Prologue nor E pilogue, it muſt 
be allow'd an Opera in all its Forms. The 
Piece indeed hath been heretofore frequently 
ed by our ſelves in our great Room at 
St. Giles's, ſo that I cannot too often acknow- 
ledge your Charity in bringing it now on the 


Player. But] ſee dis time for us to withdraw; 


the Actors are preparing to begin. Play away 
the Overture. 


— - 
- 


_ - 
- 
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ACT 1. SCENE. I. 
SCENE, Peachum's Houſe. 


Peachum {ting at a Table with a large Book. 
of - Accounts before bim. 


Arx I. An old Woman cloathed in Grey, &c. - 
Tx all the employments of life, 


Each neighbour abu/es bis brother ; 
Whore and rogue they call huſband and wiſe, 

All profeſſlons berogue one another. 
The prieſt. calls the lawyer a cheat 

The lawyer be- lnaves the divine ; 
And the flateſman becauſe he's ſo great, 

Thinks his trade as heneſFas mine. . 


Like 


A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine. 
me too he acts in a double capacity, botk againſt rogues - 
and for em; for 'tis but fitting that we ſhould protect 
and encourage cheats, ſince we live by them. 

"8.1 SCENE: 
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SCENE II. 
Peacnum, Filch. 


Filch. Sir, black Moll hath ſent word her trial comes 
on in the afternoon, and ſhe hopes you will order matters 
ſo as to bring her off. | 

Peach. Why ſhe may-plead her belly. at worſt; to my 
knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity. But as 
the wench is very active and induſtrious, you may ſatis- 
iy her that I'll foften the evidence. 

Filch. Tom Gay, fir, is found guilty. 

Peach. A lazy dog! When I toek him the time before, 
I told him what he would come to if he did not mend kis 
hand. This is death without reprieve. I may venture 
to book him. (writes.) For Tom Gag, forty pounds. Let 
Betty Sly know that I'll ſave her from tranſportation, for 
I can get more by her ſtaying in Eg]. 

Filch. Betty hath brought more goods into our lock 
this year, than any five of the gang; and in truth, tis 
a pitty to loſe ſo good a cuſtomer, 

Peach. If none of the gang take her off, ſhe may, in 
the common courſe of buſineſs, live a twelve month 
longer. I love to let women ſcape. A good ſportſman 
always lets the hen patridges fly, becauſe the breed of 
the game depends upon them. Beſides here the law al- 
lows us no reward; there is nothing to be got by the 
death of women Except our wives 


Filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman! *'T was 
to her I was oblig'd for my education, and (to ſay a 
bold word) the has train'd up more young fellows to tte 
buſineſs than the gaming-table 

Peach. Truly, Filch, thy obſervation is right. We 
and the ſurgeons are more beholden 


the profeſſions beſides. 


to womea than all 


AIX. 


—— — „ — 


— — — — 
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AIR II. The bonny grey - ey d Morn, &c. 


Filch. 'Tis woman that ſeduces all mankind, 

By her we fir ft were taught the wheedling arts : 
Her very eyes can cheat, ben moſt ſhe's hind, 

She tricks us of our money with our heart's : 
For ber, like wolves by night, wwe roam for prey, 

And praftiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe ber charms 
For ſuits of love, like laws are won by pay, 

And beauty muſ? be fee'd ints our arms. 


Peach. But make haſte to New-gate, boy, and let my 
friends know what I intend ; for I love to make them 
eaſy one way or other. 

Filch. When a gentleman is long kept in ſuſpence, 
penitence may break his ſpirit ever after Deſides, cer- 
tainty gives a man a good air upon his tryal, and makes 
him riſque another without fear or ſcruple. But I'll a- 
way, for 'tis a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of comtort 
to friends in affliction. 


SCENE III. 
Peachum. 


But tis now bigh time to look about me for a decent 
execution againſt next ſeſſions. I hate a lazy rogue, by 
whom one can get nothing till he is hang'd. A regiſter 
of the gang, rearing.) Crook finger d Jack. A . 
and a halt in the ſervice; let me ſee how much the ſtock 
owes to his induſtry ; one, two, three, four, five gold 
watches, and ſeven ſilver ones. A mighty clean-hand- 
ed fellow ! Sixteen ſnuff-boxes, five of them of true 
gold. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four filver hilted 
words, half a dozen of ſhirts, three tye perriwigs, and 
a piece of broad clooth. Conſidering theſe are ny 

A4 
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the fruits of his leiſure hours, I don't know a prettier 
fellow, for no man a live hath a more engaging preſence 
of mind upon the road Wat Dreary, alive! brows Will, 
an irregular dog, who bath an underhand way of dif 
poſing of his goods. I'll try him only for a ſeſſions or 
twolonger upon his good behaviour, Harry Paddington, 
a poor petty larcenar y raſcal, without the leaſt genius; 
that fellow, though he were to live. theſe fix months, 
will never come to the ga'lows with any credit. Slippe- 
ry Sam ; he goes off the next ſeſſions, for the villain 
hath the impudence to have views of following his trade 


as a taylor, which he calls an honeſt employment. Mar 


of the Aint, liſted not above a month ago, a promiſing 


ſturdy fellow, and diligent in bis way, ſomewhat too 


bald and haſty, and may raiſe good contributions on the 
publick, if he does not cut himſelf ſhort by murdes. 
Tom Tipple, 2 guzzling ſoaking fot, who is always too 
drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to make others fland. A cart 
is abſolutely neceſſary for kim R2bin of Bagshbot, alias 
Bu Bel, al as Carbuncie, alias Bob Booty. 


SCENE IV. 


Peachum, Ars Peactum. 


Mes. Peach What of Bob Booty, huſband ? I hope 


nothing bad hath betied bim? You know, my dear, he's 


a favourite cuſtomer of mine, Tas he made me a pre- 


ſent of this ring. | 

Peach. I have ſet his name down in the black Iſt, 
that's all my dear; he ſpends his life among women, 
and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of the 
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there's forty 
pound loſt to us for ever, x 

Mrs Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle in 
matters of death ; I always leave thoſe affairs to you. 
Women indeed are bitter bad judges in theſe caſes, 
for they are ſo partial to the brave that they think every 
"man handſome who is going to the camp or the gallows. 


AIR. 


* a 
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AIR III. Cold and Raw, &c. 


girdle wear, 


Lillies and roſes will quickly appear, 
Aud her face look wond'rous ſmuggly. 
| Beneath the left car ſo fit but a cord, 
( 4 rape ſo charming a zene is“) 
The youth in his cart bath the air of a lard, 
Aud we cry there dies an Adonis. 


7 
But really, buſband, ſhould not be too hard-hearted, 
for you never had a „braver ſat of men than at pre: 
ſent. We have not had a murder among them all theſe 
ſeven months. And truly, my dear, that is a great bleſ- 


aß What a dickens is the woman always a whim- 
ing about murder for ? no gentieman is ever look d 


pang 
upon the worle for killing a man in his own defence 


and if buſineſs cannot be carried on without it, what 
Jr Fart. If 2 
Mrs. IH Iam ina the vou 
excuſe me, for no- body 2 
ſcrupulous conſcience. 
+ 2 > whe >> 
guilty W gentlemen have we in 
Newgate every 200% pas that article? If they 
have wherewithal to perſuade the jury to bring it in 
er, what are the worſe for it ? So my 
dear, have done upon this ſubject. Was captain Mar- 
heath here this morning, for the bank notes he left with 
you laſt week ? | 
Nel 
ſto t, he was and fo a le 
rs a not a finer gentleman upon the toad Was the 
captain ! If he comes from at any reaſonable 
hour he hath promis'd to make one * 
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Polly and me, and Bob Booty, at a party of Quadrille. 
Fray. 44 rich? 
each. The captain keeps company ever to 
gy _ Mary-bone -. 7 the chocolate houſes are his 
The man that propoſes to get money br play 
— ave the edveation of a fine gratiemas) and be 
train d up to it from his youth. 

Mrs. Peach. Really, I am forry upon Polly s account 
the captain hath not more — What buſine ſs 
bath he to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? he 
ſhould leave them to prey upon one another. 

Peach, Upon Pelh's account! What a plague, does 

woman mean? — Upon Pel!y's account 
— 88 
5 And what then ? 

Mrs. Peach If I have any fill in the * 
men, I am ſure Polly thinks him a very pretty man. 

Peach. And what then? you would not be ſo mad to 
have the wench him! Gameſters and highway- 
men are generally very good to their whores, but they 
are very devils to their wives. 

Mrs. Peach. Eut if Polly hould be in love, how ſhould 
we keep ber, or how can ſhe help herſelf ? Poer girl, I 
am in the utmoſt concern about her. 


AIR lv. Why is your faithful ſave diſdain'd ? &e. 


If love the virgin's heart invade, 

ew, like a moth, the ſimple maid. 
Still plays about the fame 

If ſoon 55 ne made a wife, 
2 haneur”s fing d, and then for life 


She's —what F dare not name. 


_ _ Locke ye, wife. A handſome wench in our 
of buſineſs is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple 
eaiee-bouks, who looks upon it as her livelihood to grant 
every liberty but one. You fee 1 wou'd indulge the girl 


— < a @ ob v-  -- © ©» 
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as far as prudently we can, in any thing, but matriage! 
after that, my dear, how ſhall we be fate ? are we not 
then in her husband's power : For a husband hath the 
ablolute power over all a wife's ſecrets but her own. If 
the girl had the diſcretion of a court lady, who can have 
a dozen young fellows at ber ear wit.out compl;ing 
with one, I mould not matter it; but Polly is tinder, 
and a ſpark will at once ſet her on a flame Married ! 
it the wench does not know her own profit, ſure the 
knows her own plealures better than to mike herſelf a 
property / my daugkt-r to me ſhould be like a court la- 
dy to a miniſter of ſtate, a key to the whole gang Mar- 
rie !! it the affair is not already done, i'll te: rify her 
from it, by the example of our neigtrbours. 

Mrs. Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure the 
girl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and the may 
only allow the captain liberties in the view, of intereſt. 

each. But tis your duty, to warn the girl againſt 

her ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make the moſt of 

her beauty. I'll ga to her this moment, and fiit her. In 

the mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and marks of 

ſe dozen cambric handkerctiefs, for I can diſpoſe of 
them this afternoon to a chap in the city. 


SCENE V. 
Aﬀrs. Peachum. 


Never was a man more out of the way in an ar 


than my husband! why muſt our Poly, forſooth, diffet 


from her ſex, and love on!y her huſband ? and why muſt 
Polly marriage, contrary to all obſervation, make her 
the leſs followed by other men? all men are thieves in 
love, and like a woman the better for being another's 


preperty. 
AIR V. Of all the ſimple things we do. Cc. 


A maid is like the golden car. 
IFhich hath guineas intrinfical in't, 
I boſe worth is never known before 
T:ill it's try'd and imprejl in the mint. A 
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A wife's like a guinea in gold, 
Stampt with the name of her ſpouſe ; 

Now here, now there; is bought, or is fold : 
And is current in every houſe. 


SCENE VI. 


Mrs. Peachum, Filch. 


Mrs. Peach. Come hither Fikb, I am as fond of this 
child, as though my mind miſgave me he were my on. 
He hath as fine a hand at picking a pocket as a woman, 
and is as nimble finger'd as a juggler. If any unlucky 
ſeffion does not cut. the rope of thy life, I pronounce, 
boy, thou wilt be a great man in hiſtory. Where was 
your poſt laſt night, my boy? 

Filch. I ply'd at the opera, madam ; and conſidering 
'twas neither dark nor rainy, ſo that there was no great 
hurry in getting Chairs and coaches, made a tolerable 
hand on't. Theſe ſeven handkerchiefs, madam. 

Mrs. Peach, Colour'd ones, | fee. They are of ſure 
fale from our ware-houſe at Rai among the ſeamen. 

Filch. And this ſnuff box. 

Mrs Peach. Set in gold! a pretty encoutagement 
this to a young beginner. 

Filch. I had a rare tug at a charming gold watch. Pox 
take the taylors for making the fobs ſo deep and nar- 
row it ſtuck by the way, and I was forc'd to make 
eſcape under a coach. Really, madam, I fear I h 
be cut off in the flower of my youth, ſo that every now 


and then (fince I was pumpt) I have thoughts of taking 


up and going to ſea. 
Mrs peach, You ſhould go to in the Hole, and 


to Marry- bane child, to learn valour. Theſe are the ſchools 
that have bred ſo many brave men. I thought boy by 
this time, thou had{ Joſt fear as well as ſhame. Poor lad! 
how little does he know as yet of the Ola. Bayly! for the 
firſt fact Ill inſure thee from being hang d; and going to 
ſea, Filch, will come time enough upon a ſentence o- 

tranſportation, 


3 4 4a.a i&. 
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tranſportation. But now, ſince you have nothing better 
to du, ev*n go to your book, and learn your catechiſm , 
tor really a man makes but an ill figure in the ordinary's 
paper, who cannot give a ſatis factory antwer to h C que · 

ions. But, hark, you, my lad, don't tell me alye , 
for you know I hate a lyar. Do you know of any thing 
that hath paſt between captain Macheath and our Polly. 

Filch. I beg, you madam, don't aſk me ; for I muſt 
either tell a lye to = or to Miſs Polly, for 1 promis'd 
her I would not te 

Mrs. Peach. But when the honour of our family is 
concern'd 

Filch. I ſhall lead a fad life with miſs Poll, if ever 
ie Oe INE I told you. es Leg drngy 
willin eit my own honour by. betraying - 
— Yonder comes my husband — N. 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own room, 
and tell me the whole ſtory, I'll give thee a moſt delici- 
ous-glaſs of cordial that l for my own drinking. 


SCENE VIL 
Peachum, Polly. 


Polly. I know as well as any of the fine ladies how to 
A {dag {Sg A woman 
knows how to be mercenary, ſhe hath never 
been in a court or at an aſſembly. We have it in our 
natures Papa. If I allow captain Machearth ſome trifli 
liberties, I have this watch and other viſible marks o 
his favo ur to ſhew-for it. A girl who cannot ſome 
things, and refuſe what is moſt material, will make but 
a poor hand of her beauty, and ſoon be thrown upon 


the common. 


AIR VI. What fall I da to ſhow how much 
I love her, &c. ' 


Virgins are like the fair flower in it's luſire, 
Fhich in the * enamels the ground ; 
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Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy — frelick argund, 
Bu: when once pluck'd tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent Garden tis ſent, Cas yet ſweet, ) . 
There fades and fhrinks, and grows paſt all en- 
during, 
Rats, flinks, and dies, and is trod und:r fret. 


Peach. You know, Polly, I am not againſt your toy- 
ing and trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of buſineſs, 
or to get out a ſecret, or ſo; but if I find out that you 
have play d the fool and are married, you jade you, IU 
cut your throat, huſſy. Now you know wy mind. 


SCENE VIII. 
Peachum, Polly, Ir. Peachum. 


AIR VII. Oh Lenden is a fine town. 
Mrs. Peachum in à very great paſſion, 


Our Polly is a ſad flut ! nor hecds what we have 
taught her, 

T wonder any man alive wou'd ver rear a daughter! 

Fer fhe muſt have bath hoods ard gowns, and hoops 
to fweil her pride, 

IWith ſcar fi ard ftavs, aud gloves and lace; and 
ſhe'll have man beſide ; 

And when ſhe's dreſi with care and coſt, all tempting 
fine and gay, 

As men ſhould ſerve a cucumber, e flings herſelf 
away. 


Our Polly is a ſad fut, &c. 


Yeu baggage ! ycu huſly ! you inconſiderate jade! had 

ou been hang d, it would not have vex'd me, for that 
might Lave been your misfortune ; but to do ſuch a mad 
thing by choice! The wench is married, 2 5 


— — — —— — —— EI 
* 


— << 
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Peach. Married! the captain is a bold man, and will 
riſque any thing for money; to be ſure he believes her 
a fortune. Do you think your mother and I would have 
liv d comfortably ſo long together, if ever we had been 
married baggage ? 

Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always a proud ſlut, and 
now the wench has 'd the fool and married, becauſe 


forſooth the would do like the gentry. Can you ſupport 


the expence of a husband, huſſy, in gaming, drinking, 
and whoring ? have you n_ enough to carry on the 
daily quarrels of a man and wife about who ſhall ſquan- 
der moſt ? There are not many husbands and wives, 
who can bear the charges of plaguing one another in a 
handſome way. If you muſt be married, could you intro- 
duce no body into our family but a highwayman ? why, 
thou fooliih jade, thou wilt be as I us'd, and as much 
neglected, as if thou hadſt married a Lord ! 

Peach. Let not your anger, my dear, break through 
the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon himſelf 
in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his profeſſt- 
on. Beſides what he hath alreadv, I know he is in a 
fair way of getting, or dying? and both theſe ways, let 
me tell you, are moſt excellent chances for a wife. Tell 
me, buſy, are = ruin'd or no ? 

Mrs. Peach. With Polly's fortune ſhe might very well 
have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction. Yes that you 
might, vou pouting ſlut ! 

Peach. What is the wench dumb ? ſpeak, or I'll make 
you plead by ſqueezing out an anſwer from you. Are 
ou really bound a wife to him, or are you only upon 

Pally. Oh ! (Screaming. 

Mrs. Peach. How the mother is to be pitied who hath 
handſome daughters! locks, bolts, bars, and lectures of 
morality are nothing to them: they break through them 
all. They have as much pleaſure in cheating a father 
and mother, as in cheating at cards. 3 

Peach, Why, Pelh, 1 fhall ſoon know if you are mar- 
ried, by Macheath's keeping from our houſe. 


AIR 
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AIR VIII, Grim King of the Ghoſts, &c. 


Polly. Can live be contreul'd by advice? 
Lill Cupid our mothers obey ? 
Though my heart were as frozen as :ce, 
At his fame "twauld have melted atray. 


II den he hift me fo cliſely he preft, 
Tus ſo ſweet that I muſt have comply d. 
' 89 IT thaught it bath ſaſeſt and beſt, 


To marry far fear you ſhould chide. 


Mrs. Peach. Then all the kopes of our family are 
cone for ever and ever. 

Peach. And Macheath may bang his father and mother 
in law, in hopes to ge“ into their daughter's fortune. 

Polly. 1 did not marry cim (as 'tis the faſhion) cooly 
and deliberately for honour or mcney. But, Ilove him. 

Mrs, Peach. Love him ! worſe and worſe! I tnought 
the girl had been better bred. O husband, husband! 
her ioily makes me mad ! my head ſwims ! I'm diſtrac- 
ted ! I can't ſupport myſelf —— Oh ( Faints. 
Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have re- 
duc'd your poor mother! a glaſs of cordial, this inftant. 
ow 6s poor wames whe Þ 6 down? 

"(Polly goes out, and returns with it. 

Ah huſſy, now this is the only comfort your mother 
has left ? 

Folly. Give ker another glaſs, fir ; my mama drinks 
double the quantity whenever ſhe is out of order. This, 
you fee, fetches her. 

Mrs. Peach, The girl ſhews ſuch a readineſs, and fo 
much concern, that I could almoſt find in my heart to 


forgive her. 
AIR IX. O Jenny, O Jenny, where haſt thou been. 


O Polly, you might have toy'd and hit, 
By keeping men off, you keep them on. 


Polly. 
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Polly. But be ſo teia d me, 
And he ſo pleas'd me, 
IFhat I did, you muſt have done. 


Mrs . Peach. Not with a highwayman——You ſorry . 


flut. 

Peach. A werd with you, wife. Tis no new thing 
for a wench to take man without conſent of parents. . 
You know tis the frailty of a woman, my dear, 

Mrs. P each. Yes, indeed, the ſex is fal But the firſt . 
time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſomewhat nice me- 
thinks, for then or never is the time to make her fortune. 
Aſter that, 8 to do but to guard herſelf 


from being found out, and ſhe may do what ſhe pleaſes. 
ke yourſelf a little eaſy: | have » thought 


—＋ 1 Why fo melan- 
Polly ? fince what is done cannot be undone, we 

_ all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 

| Mrs. Peach. Well, Polly, as far as one woman can - 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, Cc. 
Polly. I like @ fhip in florms, was toft ; 


Yet afraid to put into land; 
Fer ſeiz'd in the port the veſſe''s left, 
counterband. 


e 1s 
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Peach. I hear cuſtomers in t'other room, go talk with 
em Polly ; but come to us again, and as foon as they 
are gone. But, hark ye, child, if tis the gentleman 
who was here yeſterday about the repeating watch, ſay, 
you believe we can't get intelligence of it, 'till to mor- 
row. For I lent it to Sucky Stradale, to make a figure 
with it to night at a tavern in Drary- Lane. If t'other 

tleman calls for the filver-hilted ſword, you know 

tle-brow'd Femmy hath it on, and he doth not come 
- 7 till Tueſday night; ſo it cannot be had 
k en. 


SCENE H. 
Peachum, Mrs. Peachum. 


\ 

Peach. Dear wife, be a little pacified. Don't let yeur 
Pp run away with your ſenſes, Poly, I grant you 

done a raſh thing. 

Mrs. Peach. It ſhe had only an intrigue with the 
fellow, why the very beſt families have excus'd and 
huddled up a frailty of that fort. ' Fis marriage, huſband, 
that makes it a blemiſh. 

Peach. But money, wife, is the ſure fuller's earth for 
tations, there is not a ſpot or ſtain but what it can 
take out. A rich 1 7 now a-days is fit company for any 
gentleman: and world, my dear, hath not ſuch a 
contempt for roguery as you imagine, I tell you, wiſe, 
I can make this match turn to our advantage. 

Mrs. Peach. I am very ſenſible, huſband, that captain 
Hacheath is worth money, but I am in doubt whether he 
hath not two or three wives already, and then if he 
ſhould die in a ſeſhon or two, Polly*'s dower would come 
into diſpute. | 

Peach. That indeed is a point which ought to be con- 


Kder'd. 
AIR XI. A Soldier and a Sailor. 
| ff fox may fleal your hens, fir, 
A whore your health and pence, fir, 


Your 
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Vur daughter rob your che, ſir, 
TJeur wife may fteat your reſt, fir, 

A tief yeur Foods 4 plate. 
But tis is all but picking, 
IFith reft, pence, cheſt, ard chickens 
It ever was decreed, far, 
If lawyer's hand is feed, fir, 

He fteals your whole late. 


The lawyers are bitter enemies to theſe in our way. 


They don't care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine 
livelihood but themſelves. 


SCENE X. 
7 
Ars. Peachum, Pe:chum, Poliy. 


Polly. Twas only nimming Ned. He brought in a 
damaſk window curtain, a hoop pctticoat, a pair of 
filver candleſticks, a perriwig, and one filk ſtocking, 
from the fire that happen d laſt night 

Peach. There is not aiellow that is cleverer in his way, 
and ſaves more goods out of the fire than Ned. But 
now Polly, to your affair ; for matters muſt not be left 
as they are. You are married then, it ſcems ? 

Poliy. Yes, fir. 

Peach. And how do you propoſe to live, child? 

Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induſtry of 
my huſband. 

Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench turn'd fool, a high- 
way-man's wife, like a ſoldier's, hath as little of his pay, 
as of his company. 
| Peach. And had not you the common veiws of a 

ntlewoman in your marriage, "olly ? 
87 . what l 

Peach. Of a jointure, and ol being a widow. 

Pally. But i love him, fir : How then could I have 
thoughts of parting with him? | 

Peach. Parting whith him! why, that is tte whole 
ſcheme and intention of all marciage _ TT 

r 
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fortable eſtate of widow-hood, is the only hope that 
keeps up a wife's ſpirit. Where is the woman who 
would ſcruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in her power to 
be a widow whenever the pleas'd? if you have any 
views of this fort, Pell, I ſhall think the match not to 
very unſeaſonable, 

Polly. How I dread to hear your advice! Yet I muſt 


ou to explain your ſelf. 
2 Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd 


the neat ſeſſions, and then at once you are made a rich 


widow. 

Polly. What, murder the man I love ! the blood runs 
cold at my heart with the very thought of it. 

Peach, Fye, Polly ! What hath murder to do in the 
affair? Since the thing ſooner or later muſt happen, [ 
dare ſay, the captain himſelf would tke that we ſhould 
8 for his death ſooner than a ſtranger. 

y. Polh, the captain „that as tis bis employ- 
ment to rob, ſo tis ours to take robbers ; every man 
in bis buſineſs. So that there is no malice in the caſe. 

Mrs. Peach. Ay, huſband, now you bave nick'd the 
matter. To have him peach'd is the only thing <ould 
ever make me forgive her. 


AIR XII. Now ponder well, ye parents dear. | 


Polly. Oh, ponder wel! ] be not 7 3 
—— 757 


Far on the rope that hangs my dear, 
Depends poor Polly life. 


Mrs. Peach. But your duty to your parents, huffey, 


oblidges you to hang him. What would many a wife 
give for ſuch an opportunity 


I know my heart. I cannot ſurvive him. 
AIR XIll. Le printemps rapelle aux armes. 
The turtle thus with plantive crying, 


Her lover dying. Th 


e 
Polly. What is a jointure, what is widow-hood to me? 


 - 
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The turtle thus with plaintive cryi 
Laments her dove. * __ 
Down ſhe drops quite ſpent with fighing, 
Pair'd in death, as pair'd in love. 
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Thus, fir, it will happen to your poor Polly. 

Mrs. Peach. What, is the fool in love in eardeft 
then? I hate thee for being particular : Why, wench, 
thou art a ſhame to thy very ſex. 

Polly. But hear me mother If you ever loy'd 

Mrs. Peach. Thoſe curſed play books ſhe reads have 
been her ruin. One word more, huſly, and I ſhall 
knock your brains out, if you have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way Polly, for fear of miſchief, 
and conſider of what is _ to ou. 


r 
Mrs Peach. Away, 1 our and 
1 7 y y hang y husband, 


SCENE XI. 
Adrs. Peachum, Peachum. 


(Polly Aa 
Mrs. Peach. The thing, husband, muſt wy or be 


done, For the ſake of intelligence we muſt take other 
meaſures, and have him peach'd the next ſeſſi ons with- 
out her conſent. If the will not know her duty, we 
know ours. 
Peach. But really, my dear, it grieves one's heart to 
take off a great man. When I conſider his perſonal bra- 
„ his fine ſfiratagem, how much we have already got 
by iu, and how much more we may get, methinks [ 
can't find in my heart to have a hand in his death. I 
wiſh you could have made Poll; undertake it. 
Mrs. Peach. But in a caſe of neceſſity our own lives 
are in danger. | 
Peach. Then indeed, we muſt comply with the cuſ- 
toms of the world, and make gratitude give way to in» 
tereſt. He ſhall be taken off. 
Mrs. Peach. Fl undertake to manage Pol. 
Peach. db ͤ4—— . 
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SCENE XII. 
Polly. 


Now, I'm a wretch, indeed —methinks I ſee him al- 
ready in the cart, ſuceter and more lovely than the noſe- 
gay in his hand !! hear the crowd extolling his reſo- 
lution and intrepidit» What vollies of ſighs are ſent 
from the windows of H. bern, that fo comely a youth 
mould be brought to diſgrace !—l tee him at the tree 
The whole circle xe in tears ! even butchers weep !ſ— 
Fack Ketch himiolf heſitates to perform his duty, and 
would be glad to loſe his fee, by a reprieve. What 
then will become of Polly /—As yet I may inform him 
of their deſiga, aid him in bis eſcape lt ſhall be 
fo — But then he fli-s, abſents himſelf, and I bar my- 
ſelf from his dear, dear converſation ! That too will diſ- 
tract me- If he keeps out of the way, my papa and 
mama may in time relent, and we may be happy —If he 
ſtay's—he is hang'd, and then he is loſt for ever! —He 
intended to lye conceal'd in my room, till tie duſk of 
the evening: If they are abroad, III this inftant let 
bim out, leil tome accident ſhould prevent kim. 

Mis | (Exit and return. 


SCENE XIII. 
Polly, Macheath. 


AIR. XIV. Pretty Parrot, fay--- 
Mach. Pretty Polly, ſay, 
Ii hen I was away, 
Did jour fancy never ſtray 
7% me newer lader? 
Pollv. I" itheut diſg uiſe, 
leaving ſig hs, 
Doating eyes, 
M conftant heart diſcaver. 
Fend y, fondly let me lol ! 
Mach. O pretty, pretty Pull. 
Pally 


Arne 


e 
1 
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1 
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Pol. y. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 

Mach. Suſpect my honour, my couta e, ſuſpect a n 
thing hut my love — may my piſtols mii fi e, and m 
mire flip her oulder wlile I am purſu'd, if I ever for- 
ſake thee ! 

Polly. Nay, my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt vou, 
for ! find in tte romance you lent me, none of the great 
heroes were ever falſe in love. 


AIR XV. Pray fair one be kind--- 


Mach. IIy heart was ſo free, 
It rov' d like the bee, 
*Till Polly my paſſion reguited ; 
I i'd each flower, 
I chang'd ev'ry heur, 
But here ev"ry flawer*s united, 


Polly. Were vou ſentenc'd to traniportation, ſure, my 
dear, you could not leave me behind you could vou? 

Mach Is there any power, any force that couid tear 
me from thee ? you might ſooner tear a penſion out of 
the hands of a courtier, a foe from a lawyer, a pretty 
woman from a looking glaſs, or any woman from Qua- 
4rille—But to tear me from thee is impcſlible f 


AIR. XVI. Over the hills and far away. 


Mere I laid on Greenland's off, 
Aud in my arms embrace my laſs ; 
IWarm amid/t eternal freſt, 
Tos ſoon the half year's night wan!d paſs, 
Polly. Bere I feld on Indian foil, 
Soon as the burning day was clas d, 
I could mick the ſultry tail, 
| I ben on my charmer's breaſ ribos'd. 
Mach. And I would love yen all the day. 
Polly. Every night would kiſs and play. SIR, 
| Mach. 
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Mach. If with me you'd fondly firay 
Polly. Over the hills and far away. 


Polly. Yes, I would go with thee. But oh! how fhall 
it ? I muſt be torn from thee. We muſt part. 
Mach. How! part | 

Polly. We muſt, we muſt. _My papa and mama are 
ſet againſt thy life. They now, ev'n now are in ſearch 
atter thee. They are preparing evidence againſt thee. 
Thy life upon a moment. 


AIR XVI. Gin thou wert mine awn thing. 


O what pain it is to part 

„ 1 © 092% Sago? + LAN 

O what pain it is to part 

Can thy Polly ever leave thee ? 

But left death my love ſhould thwart, 
And bring thee to the fatal cart, 

Thus I tear e's jg my bleeding heart 
Fly hence let me leave thee. 


One kiſs and then—one kiſs —begone farewell. 
Mach.My hand, my heart, my dear, is fo rivitted to 

thine, that I cannot unloſe my 

Polly, But my papa may intercept 

mould loſe the very glimmering of hope. A few weeks, 

perhaps „may reconcile us all. Shall thy Polly hear from 


Mach. Muſt I then go? 
Polly. And will not abſence change your love? 
Mach. If you doubt it, let me ſtay and be hang d. 
Polly. O how I fear ! how I tremble ! —Go——ut 
when ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſe e 
me again; for till then Polly is wretched. 42 


thee, and then 1 


| 


Fo 
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A I R XVIII. o the Broom, Ge. 


Mach. The miſer thus a filling ſees, (Parting, and look- 
Which e to 7s eh ede he 
Wuh fghs refigs it by degrees, a+ one door, the at 


And fears tis gone for aze, che other. 


Polly. The boy, thus, when bis fparrow': flown 

The bird in filence yes 3 

But ſoon az ont of fight tis gone, 
Whines, wwhimpers, ſob: and cries. 


ACT n. SCENE I. 
A Tavern in Newgate. 


ru Twitcher, Cuts hots Wat Dreary, Ro- 

wb the Mi 1 Budge, 1 
Int, 

at the table, with wine, brandy and tobacco. 


1 Abs „ what is become of thy 
* have not ſeen him ſince my 


Matt. Poor brother Tow had an accident this time 
twelve- month, and ſo clever a fellow he was, that I 
could not help him from thoſe fleaing raſcals the ſurge- 
ons ; and now poor man, he is among the otamys at 
Surgeon' s- Hall. 

Ben. So, it ſeems, his time was come. 

Jem. But the preſent time is ours, and no body alive 
hath more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? are we 
aaa do. 


C 
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gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and the right 
of conqueſt. 

Cos. Where ſhall we find ſuch a ſet of practical phi- 
lofophers, who to a man are above the fear of death ? 

Matt. Sound men, and true! 

Rabin. Of try'd courage, and indefatigable induſtry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that would not die for his 
Friend ? 

Harry. Who is there here that would betray him for 
his intereſt ? 

Matt. Shew me a gang of courtiers that can ſay as 
much. | 

Ben. We retrench the ſuperfluities of mankind. The 
world is avariticus, and I hate avarice. A covetous fel- 
low, like a jack-daw, ſteals u hat he was never made to 
enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the robbers 
of mankind, for money was made for the free-hearted 
and generous, and where is the injury of taking from a- 
nother what he hath not the heart to make uſe of? 

Jem Our ſeveral ſtations for the day is ſixt. Good 
ck attend us. Fill the glaſſes. 


AIR I. Fill ev'ry Flaſs, &c. 


Matt. Fill ev'ry glaſi, for wine inſpires us, 
And fires us, 
IWWith courage, love and joy. 
Amen and wine ſhould life empley. 
I; there aught elſe on earth defiraus ? 


Chorus. Fill ev'ry glaſs, &c. 
SCENE IL 


To them enter Macheath. 


Xach. Gentlemen, well met. My heart hath been 
en vo this hour; bat an unexpected affair hath de- 
bein d nie. No ceremony, I beg of you, 


Afalt. 


0 
0 
8 
d 


We. 
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Matt. We are juſt breaking up to go upon duty. Any 
T to have the honour of taking the air with you, fir, this 
evening upon the heath? I drink a dram now and then 
with the ſtage coach-men in the way of friendſhip and 
intelligence; and | know that about this time there will 
be paſſengers upon the weſtern road, who are worth 
ſpeaking with. 

Mach. | was to have been of that party but 

Matt. But whit, fir ? | 

Mach. Is there any man who ſuſpects my courage? 

Matt, We have all been witneſſes of it. 

Mach. My honour and truth to the gang? 

Matt. I'll be anſwerable for it. 

Mach. In the diviſion of our booty, have I ever ſhewn 
the leaſt marks of avarice or injuſtice ? 

Matt, By theſe queſtions ſomething ſeems to have 
ruffled you. Are. any of us ſuſpected? 

ach. I have a fixt confidence, geatlemen, in you all, 
as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpect vou. 
Peachum is a man that is uſeful to us, 

Matt. Is he ahout to play us any foul play? I'll ſhoot 
Lim through the bead. . 

Mach. 1 beg you, gentlemen, at v ith cc nduct and 
diicretion. A piſtol is your laſt reſort. 

att. He knows nothing of this meeting, 

Aach. Buſineſs cannot go en without him. He is @ 
man that knows the world, and is a neceffary agent o 
us. We have had a flight differcnce, and till it is ac- 
commodated I ſhall be obliged to keep out of his wav. 
Ary privat* diſgute of mine fhall be of no ill coaſt. 
quence to my friends. You muſt continue to act under 
his direction, for the moment we break looſe from him, 
eur gang is ruin'd. 

Mat. As a baw'd to a whore, I grant you, he is te 


us of great convenience. 


Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang; 
which I can never do with life. At our private quar- 
ters I will continue to meet you. A week or fo wilt 
probably reconcile us. 


Matt. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerv'd. Tis now 
Cz Ligh 
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high time for us to repir to our ſeveral duties; ſo till 
the evening, at our quarters in Moor. fields, we bid you 


farewel. | 
Mach. I ſhall wiſh my ſelf with you: Succeſs attend 
you. (Sits dun melancholly at the table. 


AIR II. March in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpets. 


Matt. Let ws take the road. 

Hark I hear the ſound of coaches ! 
The hour of attack approaches, 

Ta your arms, brave boys, and load. 
See the ball I Bald 

Let the chymits toil like afſes, 

Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 

nd turns all our lead to gold. 


{ The gang rang'd in the front of the flage, load their 
piſtols, and ſtick them under their girdles z then 
go off ſinging the firſt part in chorus. 


SCENE III. 
Macheath, Drawer. 


Mac. What a fool is a fond wench ! Polly is moſt 
«onfoundedly bit -I love the ſex. And a man who loves 
money, might be as well contended with ene guinea, as 
J with one woman. The town perhaps hath been as 
much oblig'd to me, for recruiting it with free hearted 
ladies, as to any recruiting officer in the army. If it 
were not for us and other gentlemen of the ſword, Dru- 
ry-Lane would be uninhabited. 


AIR III. Would you have a young virgin, &c. 
heart of a man is depr 


e with cares. 


If the 
The miſt is diſpel d when a woman appears; 


Like 


oe wa ow i&*"_= = by 
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Like the mates of a fiddle, ſhe ſiocetly, ſweetly 
Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our ears. 
oſes and lillies her cheeks diſcloſe. 
But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 
Prefs her, 
— g ber 
Witb bliſſes, 
Her kiſſes | 
Diſſolve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


IT muſt have women. There is nothing unbends the mind 
like them. Money is not ſo ſtrong a cordial for the 
time. Drawer. Eater Drawer.) Is the porter gone 
for all the ladies, according to my directions? 

Drew. I expect him back every minute. But yon 
know, fir, you ſent him as far as Hockley in the Hole, for 
three of the ladies, for one in Finegar-Yard, and for the 
reſt of them ſomewhere ahout Lewkner's-Lane. Sure 
ſome of them are below, for I hear the bar-bell. As 
they come I will thew them up. Coming, coming. 


SCENE IV. 


Macheath, Mrs Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mrs. Vixen, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Mrs. Slammekin, Suky Tawdry, 
and Molly Brazen. 


Mach, Dear Mrs. Coaxer, you are welcome, You look 
charmingly to day. I hope you don't want the repairs 
of quality, and lay on paint. —Delly Tra! kiſs me, 
you ſlut; are you as amorous as ever, huſſy? You are 
always fo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that you don't 


allow your ſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe. Ah Dolly, 


thou wilt ever be a coquette.— Mrs. Viren, I'm your's, 
I always lov'd a woman of wit and ſpirit ; they make 
charming miſtreſſes, but plaguy wives—Betty Doxy / 
come hither, kuſſy, do you arink as hard as ever ? you 
had better ftick to gacd wholeſome beer; for in troth, 

0 C 3 Betty, 
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Betty, ſtrong waters will in time ruin your conſtitution. 
3 leave thoſe to your bellen What! and 
my pretty Jem Diver too! as prim and demure as 
ever! there is not any prude, though ever ſo high bred, 
hath a more ſanctify d look, with a more miſchievous 
heart. Ah! thou art a dear ariful hipocrite —- Mrs. 
Slammakin ! as careleſs and genteel as ever! all you fine 
rr » affet an undreſs — 
22 come to 
Erery ting thing ſhe 1 
— y. * muſt keep at le = 
Loxen tally-men. Pell, Brann! (She ifs bim. ) That's 
well done. I love a free-hearted wench, Thou haſt a 
moſt agreeable aſſurance girl, and thou art as willing as 
a turtlo— But hark, I hear muſick. The harper is at 
the rus. CHI AY _—— Fer you 
ſeat 
Come in. (Exter burger.) the French tune, that 
r 


{ A dance a la ronde in the French manner ; near tht 
end of it this ſong and chorus. 


r 


AIR IV. Catillon. 


Yauth's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty, 

She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 

L be gay, 

2 we may 

uty's a . deſpis'd in decay. 

Youth's the yes &c, a 


Let us drink and ſport to day, 


Ours is not #0 morrow. 


Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
Ae is nought but farrow. 


ſelves, ladies, what think you of a dance ? 


| 
| 
; 
| 
| 
[ 
| 
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Dance and fing, 

Time's on phe -- 

Life never knows the return of ſpring. 

Churus. Let us drink, &c. ; 
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Mach. Now, pray ladies, take your places. Here 
fellow, s the harper.) Bid the drawer bring us more 
wine. (Exit Harper] If any of the ladies chuſe gin, I. 
hope they will be ſo tree to call for it. | | 

Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong 
enough for me. Indeed, fir, I never drink ftrong-wa- 
ters, but when I have the cholic. 

Mach. Juſt the excuſe of the fine ladies / Why a lady 
of quality is never without the cholie. I hope, Mrs. 
Coaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of late in your viſits 
among the mercers. 

Coax. We have fo many i — Yet with in- 
duſtry, one may ſtill have a little picking. I cerried a 
filver flower'd luteſtring, and a piece of black paduaſoy 
to Mr. Pachum's leck but laſt week. 

Vix. There's Molly Brazen hath the ogle of a rattle- 
ſnake. She rivited a linnen-draper's eye ſo faſt upon 
her, that he was nixck'd of three pieces of cambrick be- 
fore he could look off. 

Braz. Oh dear madam ! — But ſure nothing can come 
up to your handling of laces ! And then you have ſuck a 
ſweet deluding tongue ! to cheat a man is nothing; but 
the women muſt have fine parts indeed who cheats a 
woman |! 

Vix. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall compaſs, and is of 

eaſy conveyance. But you are apt, madam, to think too 
well of your friends. 
Coax, If any woman had more art than another, to be 
ſure tis Jem Diver. Though her fellow be never fo 
agreeable, ſhe can pick his pocket as cooly, as if money 
were her only pleaſure. Now that is a command of the 
paſſions uncommon in a woman ! 

Jem. | never go to the tavern with a man, but in the 
view of buſineſs, I have other hours, and other * 
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of men for my pleaſure, But had I your addreſs 
madam —— | 

Mac . Have done with your compliments, ladies, and 
drink about: You are not ſo fond of me, Fenny, as 
you us'd to be. 

enny. 'Tis not convenient, fir, to ſhew my fund- 

s among ſo 1＋ rivals. Tis your own choice, and 
not the warmth of my inclination that will determine 
you. 


AIR V. All in a miſty morning, &c. 


Before the barn dior crowing, 
The cock by hens attended, 
His eyes around him throwing, 
Stands for a while ſuſpended. 
Then one Jag rom the crew, 
And cheers the happy hen, 
Witb haw do you do, and how do you do, 
And haw do you ao again. 


Mach. Ah Jenny ! thou art a dear ſlut. 

Trull. Pray, madam, were you ever in keeping ? 

Tawd. I] hope, madam, I ha'nt been fo long upon 
the town, but I have met with ſome good fortune as 
well as my neighbours. 

Trull. on me, maJam, I meant no harm by the 
queſtion; twas only in the way of converſation. 

Tawsd. Inde=d, madam, if I had not been a fool, I 
might have liv'd very handſomely with my laſt friend. 
But upon miſſing five guineas, he turn'd me off. Now 
I never ſuſpected he had counted them. 

Slam. Who do you look upon, madam, as your beſt 
ſort of keepers ? 

Trull. That, madam, is hereafter as they be. 

Slam. I, madam, Was once kept by a Jew ; and 
bating their religion ; to women they are a good fort 
of people, 
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Tawd. Now for my part, I own I like an old fellows 
for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Fix. A ſpruce prentice, let me tell you, ladies is no 
ill thing, they bleed freely, I have ſent atleaſt two or 
three dozen of them in my time to the plantations. 

Jenny. But to be ſure, fir, with fo much fortune as 
you have had upon the road, you muſt grow immenſely 
rich. 

Mach. The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but 
the gaming table hath been my ruin. 


AIR VI. When once I lay with another man's wife, e. 


Jen. The gameſters and lawyers are jazg ler: alike, 
If they medd'e, your all is in danger; 
T ihe gyp/ier if once they can finger 4 ſouſe, 
Your pockets they pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
Hd give your eftate to a ffranger. 


Theſe are the tools of a man of honour, Cards and dice 
are only fit ſor cowardly cheats, who prey upoa their 
friends. i She tales wp bir piſtel, Tawdry taker up the other 
Tawd. This, fir, is fitter for your hand. es your 
loſs of money, tis a loſ; to the ladies. Gaming takes 
ou off from women. How fond could I be of you! 
t before company, tis ill bred, 
Mach. Wanton huſſies! 
| , I muſt and will have a kiſs to give my wine a 
0 


ta le bin about the neck, and make figns to Peachum 


SCENE YV. 
To them Peachum, and Conſtables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, fir, as my priſoner. 

Mach. Was this well done, ay? Women 
are decoy ducks z who can truſt them Beaſts, jades, 
jilts, barpies, furies, whores ! — 
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Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath is not particular. 
The greateſt heroes have been cuin'd by women. But 
to do them juſtice, I mult own they are a pretty ſort of 
creatures if we could truſt them. You muſt now, fir, 
take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a mind 
to make you a v:fit, they will be ſure to find you at home. 
The gentleman, ladies, lodges in Newgate. Conſtables 
wait upon the captain to his lodgings. 


AIR VIE. When ffi I laid ſiege to my Chlorir, &e. 


Mach. At the tree T fball ſuffer with pleaſure, 
At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
Let me go where I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 


I ſhall find no fuch fur ies as theſe are. 


--—— Fe I'll take care the reckoning ſhall be 
diſcharg' d. 
(Ex. Mackeath, guarded with Peachum and Conſtables. 


SCENE VI. 


The IVimen remain. 


Viz. Lock'ye, Mrs. Jenny, though Mr. eac Phum may 
tave made a private bargain with you and Suty Tawdry 
for betraying the captain, as we were all aſfiſting, we 
ought all to ihare alike. | 0 

Car. | think Mr, Peachum, after ſo long an acquain- 
tance, might have truſted me as well as Fenn; Diver. 

Slam. | am ſure at leaſt three men of his hanging, 
and in a year's time tao. (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be 
ſet down o my account. 

Tull. Mrs. Slammakin, that is not fair, For you 
know, one of them was taken in bed with me. : 

Ferry. As far as a bowl of punch or a treat, I believe 
Mrs. Saky will join with me As for any thing elſe, 
ladies, you cannot in conſequence expert it. 


Slam. 
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Slam. Dear madam. 

Trull. | would not for the world 
Slam. Tis impoſſible for me 
Tull. As I hope to be ſ g d, madam — 

Slam, Nay, then I muſt ſtay here all night co @. 
Truil. Since you command me. 


SCEN E VII. Newgate. 


Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, Conftables. 


Lack. Noble captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a w_ of mine this year and half. You know 
the cuſtom, fir, garniſh, an, garniſi Hand me 
down thoſe haters thee. 8. 

Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Loctite, ſeem to be the heavieſt nf 
the whole ſet. With your leave, I ſhould like the 
farther pair better. 

Lock. Look'ye captain, we know what is fitteſt for 
our priſoners. When a gent'eman uſes me with civility, 
I always do the beft I can to pleaſe him hand 
them down, I ſay we have them of all prices, 
from one guinea to ten. and 'tis fitting every gentle- 
man ſhould pleaſe himſelf. 


Mach. 1 underſtand you, fir, (gives money.) The fees 


2 — 


| here are ſo many and fo exorbitant, that few fortunes 


can bear the expence of getting off handſomely, or of 
dying like a gentleman. 

Lock. Thole I ſee will fit the captain better — 
Take down the furtter pair. Do but examine them, 
fir, never was better Work how genteely 
they are made They will fit as eaſy as a glove, 
and the niceſt man in Exg/and might not be aſham'd to 
wear them (He puts en the chains.) If I had the beſt gen- 
tleman in the land in my cuſtody, I could not equip him 
more handſomely. And fo, fir —— 1 now leave you to 
your private meditation3s 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


Macheath. 
AIR VIII. Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm & 
Man may 1 rope and gun, 

Nay, ſome gut- iu d the doctor pill; 
Who takes a woman mu he undone, 

That baffliſt is ſure to kill. 
The fly that fps treacle is le in the ſweets : 
So he that taſtes woman, woman, 

He that taſtes woman, ruin meets. 


To what 2 woful plight have I brought 
muſt I (all day long, till I am bang d) be 
the reproaches of a wench who lays her ruin at my door. 
iz the cuſtody of her father, to be 
ſure if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a fine time 
on't betwixt this and my execution but I promis'd the 
wench marriage hat ſignifies a promiſe to a woman? 
does not a man in marriage itſelf promiſe a hundred 
things that he never means to perform ? do all we can, 
women will believe us ; for they look upon a promiſe as 
an excuſe for following their ewn inclinations. 
But here comes Lacy, and I cannot get from her ́ͥ 
wou'd I were deaf / | 


here 
'nd to hear 


SCENE IX. 
Macheath, Lucy. 


Vou baſe man you=how can you look me in 
the face after what hath paſt between us ? ſee here, 


perfidious wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load 
of infamy you have laid upon me — O Macheath ! thou 
haſt robb'd me of my quiet === to ſee thee tortur'd 
would give me pleaſure, | | 
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AIR. IX. A lovely lafs to a friar came, oe. 


Thus when a houſewife ſees a rat 
In her trap in the morning taken, 
IVith pleaſure her heart goes pit a pat 
In revenge for the loſs of bacon : 
7 hen ſhe throws him 
To the dog or cat, 
Ta be worried, cruſb d and ſhaken. 


Mach. Have you no bowels, no tenderneſs, my dear 
to ſee your huſband in theſe circumſtances ? 
A huſband! 

Mach. In every reſpect but the form; and that, 
dear, may be ſaid over us at any time. Fri 
ſhould not infiſt upon ceremonies. From a man of ho- 
nour, his word is as good as his bond. 

Lucy. ' Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſult 


the women you have ru ind. 


AIR. X. Twas when the ſea was roaring, Cc. 


Haw cruel are the traytors, 
IV bo lye and fwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 
Of virtue, fame, and reſt ! 
II bocter fleals a ſhilling, | 
Through ſhame the guilt conceals : 
In live the perj ur d villain, 
IWth boaſts the theft reveals. 


Mach. The very firſt opportunity, my dear, (have 
but patience) y ou ſhall be my wife in whatever manner 
you pleaſe, 

Lucy. Inſinuating monſter ! and ſo you tuiĩnk I know 
nothing of the affair of Miſs Polly Peachum.——1 could 
tear thy eyes out, 

D Mack! 


34 The Peggar's Opera, 


Mach. Sure, Lacy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to be 
Jealous of Pally ! 
Le. Are you not married to her you brute, you? 

Rach. Married! Very good. Ihe wench gives it 
out only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good opi- 
nion. Tis true, 1 go to the houſe; I chat with the 
girl, I kiſs her, I ſay a thouſand tl ings to her (as all 
gentlemen do) that mean nothing. to divert myſelf : and 
now the filly jade hath ſet it about that I am married to 
her, to let me know what ſhe would be at. Indeed my 
dear I zcy, theſe violent paſſions may be of ill conſequence 
to a woman in your condition 

Lr. Come, come, captain, for all your aſſurance, 
you know that Miſs Polly Eath put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtice you promis'd me. 

ach. A jealous woman believes every thing her paſ- 
fion ſuggeſts. To convince you of my ſincerity, if we 
can find the Ordinary, I thall have nc 2 of making 
you my wife ; and I know the conſequence of having 
two ata time, 

Lacy. That you are only to be hang'd and fo get rid 
of them both. ; 

Mach. I am ready my dear Lacy, to give you ſatis- 
ſaction if you think there is any in mar ĩage — 
What can a man of honour ſiy more) 

Lacy. So then it ſeems, you are not married to Miſs 


olty. 

Mack. You know Lacy, the girl is prodigiouſly con- 
ceited. No man enn ſay a civil thing to her, but (hke o- 
ther fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's ber 
own for ever. 


AIR XI. The ſun had loos'd his weary team, &c. 
The firſt time at the lorking glaſs | 


The mather ſets Jer daughter, 

Th: image firikes the ſmiling lajs 
Mit [If {ne ever after. 

Each eine jhe lo: s, for fonter grows, 
Thinks d'r charm grau enger 
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But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your 6wn, 
Can ſee you are not younger. 


When woman conſider their own beauties they are all 

alike unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect 

on lovers ſhould like them as long as they like them- 
ves. 

Lucy. Yonder is father —perhaps this way we 
may light upon the Ordinary, who ftrall try if you will 
be as good as your word For I long to be made 
an honeſt woman. 


SCENE X. 
Peachum, Leckit wich as 4cclunt book. 


Teck. In this lait affair, brother Peachuam, we are a 
greed. You have conſented to go halves in DMacheath. 

Peach. We ſhall never fall out about an execution 
But as to that article, pray tow ſtands our laſt Year's 
account. , a 18 

Lock. l will run your eye over it, you' tis 
fair and —— ſtated. — 8 

Peach, This long arrear of the goverment is very 
Lard upon us! can it be expected that we ſhould hang 
our 1 for nott ing, when our betters will 
hardly fave theirs without being paid for it. Unlefs 
te people in emplayment pay better, I promiſe them 
for the future, I thzll let o:ter rogues live beſides their 
own. 

Lock Perhaps, brother. they are aſraid theſe matters 
rv be carried too far, We are treated too by them 
with contempt, as it our prof-fli-n was not reputable. 

Peach, in one rcfpect indeed. our employment may 
be reckon'd di: hon- ſt, h- cauſ like great Statelmen, we 
encourage thoſe who betray their friends. 

Lock. Such lang age, brotker, any where elſe, might 
turn to your prejudice, Learn to be more guarded, I 


beg ycu. 
« D 4 AIR 
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AIR XII. How happy are we, Ge. 


When you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and ſage, 
Left the corviiers offended ould le: 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
"Tis ſo pat to all the tribe, 
Lach crys ..That was levelPd at me. 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clincher's name, I ſee. Sure, 
brother Lockiz, there was a little unfair proceeding in 
Ned's caſe; for he told me in the condemn'd hold, that 
lor value receiv'd, you had promis'd him a ſeſſion or two 
jonger without moleſtation. 

Lock. Mr. Peachum. — This is the firſt time my ho- 
nour was call'd in queſtion. 

Peac. Buſineſs is at an end 
ably. 

- Lock. Who accuſes me ? 

Peach. You are warm, brother. 

Lock. He that attacks my honour, at'acks my lively- 
hood And this ulage—S1r—is not to be born. 

Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak - muſt tell 
you too, that Mrs. Coaxer charges you with defrauding 
her of her information. money, for the apprehending ot 
curl-pated Hugh, Indeed, indeed, brother, we muſt 
punctually pay our ſpies, cr we ſhall have no information. 

Lock. ls this language to me, ſirrah l. who have ſav d 
you from the gallows, firrah! (Co'laring each other. 

Peach. It 1 am hang'd, it ſhall be for ridding the 
world of an arrant raſcal. | 

Lock. This hand thall do the office of the halter you 
deſerve, and throttle you you dog ! — 

Peach. Brother, brother - We are both in the wrong 
e hall be both loſers in the diſpute, for you 
know we have it in our power to hang each otter. 
You thould not be fo paſſionate, 

Lei. Nor you lo provoking. 


if once we act diſhonour- 


Peach, 
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Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt; tis for the intereſt 
of the world we ſhouid agree. If I ſeid any thing, bro- 
ther, to the prejudice of your character, | aſk pardcn. 

Lock. Brott.er Peachum——| can forgive as well as 
reſont Give me your band. Suſpicion does not 
become a friend. 

Peach | only meant to cive you cecaſion to juſtiſie 
your ſelf: But I muſt now ſtep tems, for I expect the 
gentleman about this ſauff box, that Filch nimm'd two 
nights ago in the park. I appointed him at this hour. 


SCENE XI. 
Lockit, Lucy. 


Lock. Whence came you, huſly ? 

Lacy. My tears might anſwer that queſtion 

Tock. You have been whimpring and fondling, like 
a ſpani.l, over the iellow that abus d you. 

Lc. One can't help love: one can't cure it. Tis 
not in m power to obey you, and hate him. 

Lock, Lewn to bear your huſband's Death like a 
reaſonable woman. * Tis not the f-thion now-a-days, fo 
much as to affect ſorrow upon theſe vecafions: No wo- 
man we uld ever marry, if the had not the chance cf 
mortality tor a releaſe, Act like a weman of ſpirit, 
huſſy, and thank your father for what he is doing. 


AIR XIII. Of a Noble race was Shinkn. 


Lucy. Is then his fate deereed, fir g 
Such a men can I think of quitting ? 
IF hen firjt we net, fo mives me yet 
O fee haw my heart is jpiitting / 


Lock. Lock ye, Lucy ---- There is no ſaving bim 
So, I think, vou muſt ev'n «do like other widows m— 
Buy your ſelf weeds, and be chearful. 

D 3 AIR. 
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AIR. XIV. 


You'll think cer many days enſue, 
This ſentence not ſevere; 
T hang your huſband, child, tis true, 
But with him hang your care. 
Twang dang dillo dee. 


Like a good wife, go moan of your dying huſband. 
That, child, is your Nur Conſider, girl, you can't 
have the man and the money too—{o make your ſelf as 
eaſy as you can, by getting all you can from him. 


SCENE XII. 
Luey, Macheath. 


Lacey. Though the ordinary was out of my way to day, 
1 hope, my dear, ycu will, upon the firſt opportunity, 
quiet my ſcruples—Oh fir I my father's hard heart is 
not to be ſoſten d. and I am in the utmoſt deſpair. 

Mach. But if I could raiſe a ſmall ſum— Would not 
twenty guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the ar- 
in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite is the 
moſt prevailing —Your father's perquiſites for the eſ- 
cape of priſoners muſt amount to a conſiderable ſum in 
the year. Money well tim'd, and properly apply'd, 
will do any thing. 


AIR XV. London Ladies. 


you at an ice ſolicit your due 

72 would not have matters neglefied ; 

You muff quicken the clerk with the perquiſite tas, 
To de what his duty directed. 


Or 
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Or world ra, the freturt of @ lad; prevent, 
She too has dh:5 palpab le feat) S 
The ge quifite ſeſteus her wi; cee t 
That reaſon with ail 1s Prevailing, 


Lucy. What love or meney em do ſhall be done: for 
all my cot fort depends upon your .atety, 


SCENE XIII. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly. 


Polly, Where is my dear hufband ?—Was a rope e- 
ver intended for this neck! - O !-t me throw m7 arms 
about it, and throttle thee with love - Why doft thou 
turn av ay frem me ?—' lis thy Poly —' lis tay wife 

Mach Was ever ſuch an unfortunate rafcil as l am! 

Lucy. Was there ever ſuc i anctier villa! _ 

Paily. O Vacheath ] was it for this we p:ited? taken! 
impriſon'd ! try'd! hang'd ! cruel reflection! I'll ſtay 
with thee till death What means my love Not 
cne kin word! not one kind lock ! think what thy 
Polly iuſters to fee thee in this cond. tion. 


AIR XVI. All in the Downs, Cc. 


Tus when the fewallow, ſeeking prey, 
Within the ſaſb is claſely pent; 
H. _ with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th event. . 
Her chatt'ring lovers all around her im, 
She heeds them not, (poor bird) her foul's with him. 


2 I muſt diſown her. ( Aae.) The wench is dif- 
kracte 
le. Am! then bilk'd of my virtue? can I have no 
rep-ration? ſure the men were born to lye, and women 
to bene ue them ! O villain ! villain ! 

| Poll. 
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Pei. Am not 1 thy wie — fu neglect oC Die, thy 
aver ſion to me ten ſeverel proves i. Look on me — 
Teil me, am not thy v. ite? 

Lacy. Per diouz wretch ! 

Polly. Barbarous huſb nd! 

tucy Ha lſt ticu been hang'd ive montas ago, I had 
been happy. 

. An! too — If yon had been kin! to me till 
dend, it would not have vex dme — And that s no ve- 
rv unreaſonchle requell, though from a wife) to a man 
who lid not above (even or vigat diys to live. 

Lac;. Art thay then ma cied to aa-ther ? haſt ttou 
iwo wives, monſtcr ? 

Macs. I: women's tongues can ceaſe for an anſwer 
Fear re 
! vey. T won't - leſu and hood can't bear my uſage, 
Paiiy., Stall I not aim my own * jullicebids rie ſpeak. 


A.R NVir. Fave yo. bead of a frelickſome dirty, We, 


Naeh. Hat: Lapęr ecs T le tuith vither, 
Fre other deer charner away / 
„ whine fen thus 2929 Ne tagether, 
Ta geit er, Tora inild | ar; 
£ 


But to., der., De. 


Ve. ix. Sure, my le, there git t be om: profe. 
p*nce: | thown to a Wife ! at leait nenn y clatin tte ap- 
pearance of it. He muſt be diſtracted with his misfor- 
tines, or he would not ule me thus! 

Lacy. O villain, villain ! thou haſt deceivd wo-—T 
could even inform againſt thee with pleuſure. Not a 
p-rude wiihes more heartily to have facts aguinit her in- 
imate acquaintance than | now with —— thee: 
'or wen bave ber [ti faction, and tre. rr. 


Sek, 


AIR 
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AIR XVII. Iriſh Trot. 


Polly. Pm bubbled. 

Lucy. — Pm bubbled. 

Polly. O bew I am treubled ! 

Lucy. Bambouzled, and bit“ 

Pelly. My diftrifſes are doubled. 

Lucy. I ben yau ceme ta the tree, ſhould the hang- 
man refuſe, 


Theſe fin gers, with plenſure, could faſten the 
nooſe. 
Polly. Pm bubbled, &c. 


Mach; Pe pꝛrciſie l, my dear Luc This is all a feteh 
of Pellk's, to make me d: ſperate with you in eaſe I get 
off. If f am bang' d, the would fain have the credit of 
being thought my widow-—Really, Polly, this is no 
time for a diſputz of this ſo t; for whenever you are 
talking of marriage, TI am thinking of tanging. 

P»llz. And haſt thou the heart to perſiſt in di 

e ? 

Ac. And nat then the hea t to perfilt in perſuading 
me that I am married ? why, Polly, doit thou ieek to ag 

vate my misfortunes ? 

Lacy. Really, Miſs Peachum, you but expoſe your 
ſelf. Beſides, tis barh-rous in you to worry a gentle- 
man in his circumſtances. 


ning 


AIR XIX. 


Polly. Craſe your ſuuning; 
oe er cunnnun⁰g 
Newer Hall my bert trapan; 
At fo ſallies 
Are but malie 
Te fedrce my cenſtant uu. 


"Tis 
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"Tis moi certain 
By their fiirting, 
IT ::men oft have envy fhewn ; 
Prens'd to ruin 
Others woreng ; 
Newer happy in their own / 


Lacy. Decrr.vy, madam, mnt. inks might teach you to 
behave your lf with ſome reſerve with the huſbacd, 
watle his wife i preſent. 

Mach. But ccioutiy, Polly, this is carrying the joke 
a little too far, 

Lucy. If you are determin'd, mad m, to raiſe a diſtur- 
bance in the priſon, I ſhall be chlig' d to fend for the 


turnkey to ſhe you the door. I am ſorry, madam, | 


you force me to be ſo ill bred. 
Poly. Give me leave to tell you, madam ; theſe for- 
ward airs don't become you in the leaſt, madam. And 


my duty, madam, obliges me to ſtay with my huſband, , 


AIR XX. Good morrow Goſſip Joan. 
Lucy. Mu hero now mo lam Flut? 


Ir 720 this wv] chatter 3 
Aud are {.r finmiug dirt, 
Let's try who beji cen ſpatter; 
A7.dam Flirt , 
Polly. Mn hetu nt, fancy jods ; 
Sure the N encb is ti 
Fl:w can you fer me maue (To him. 
The ſcef of jc? a gipyy ! 


du jade? (To her. 


SCENE. 


C 
b. 
n 
J 
fl 
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SCENE XIV. 
Lucy, Macheath, Polly, Peachum. 


Peach. Where's my wench ? ah huſly! — — 
Come you home, you ſlut; and when your fellow is 
bang d, hang your ſelf, to make your family ſome a- 
mends. | 


Polly. Dear, dear fither, do not tear me from him 
T muſt ſpeak : I have more to ſay to him Oh] twiſt the 
fetters þ wow me, tnat he may not haul me from thee ! 

Peach, Sure all women are alike ! if ever they com- 
mit one folly, they are fure to commit — ty ex- 
poſing themſelves — Away - Not a word more — You 


are my priſcner now, huſſy. 


AIR XXI. Þ:þ Howl. 


Polly. No petver on earth can e' er divide 
The knot that jacred lwe hath ty'd. 
When parents draw againſt eur mind, 
The true loves knot they ſaſter bind. 
Oh, eh, rar, zb Amlcrah— e, oh, &.. 
(Holding M-:cheath, Peachum pulling her. 


SCENE XV. 
Lucy, Macheath. 


Nach. T am naturally compaſſionate. wite, ſo that I 
c uld not uſe the wenzh as the Ceſerv'd; whick made 
you at firſt Weckt the e was lometbing in what ſhe ſaid. 

Lucy. Iniced , | was ſtrangely puzzled. 

Alach if that lad been the cate, her father would 
never have hrong!;t me into this ci cumſtence No, 
Lucy, mo — I had rather die han be falſe to ttee. 

[ucy low happy am , if yeu fay this from your 
heart! for I love thoe ſo, that 1 could ſooner bear to ſee 
ti.ce hang d than in e arms of another, 


Mach. 
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Mach. But could'ſt thou bear to ſee me hang'd ? 

Lacy. Oh Macheath, I can never live to ſee that day. 

Mach. You ſee, le; in the account of love you 
are in my debt, and you muft nov be convinc'd, that I 
rather chuſe to die than to be another's —M:ke me, if 

ſible, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee 
If yeu refuſe to aſit me, Peacham and your father 
will immediately put me beyond ali means of eſcape. 

Lucy. My ſather | know }.ath been drinking ha d with 
the priſoners : and I fancy he is now taking his nap in 
his own room If I can procure the keys, thall } go off 
with thee, my dear ? 


Mach. If we are together, twill be impoſſible to lie 


conceal d. As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little 
cool, | will ſend to thee "Till then my heart 
is thy priſoner. 

Lucy. Come then, my dear huſband ——owe thy life 
to me——and though you love me not be grateful — 
But that Po/ly runs in my head ſtrangely. 

Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy for 
ever. 


AIR XXII. The leſs of Patie's mill, &c. 


Lucy. I like the fox ſhal! grieve, 
IF hoje mate hath left her fide, 
IF h:m hounds from mern ts eve, 
Chaſe o er the country wide. 
Il here can my lover hide 

Il here cheat the weary pack ? 
If leve be nat his guide, 

He never will come back ! 


8 


* 
* 
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DO®OBE OS DCEROEACORESE:: 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


SCENE, Newgate. 
Lockit, Lucy, 


Lock. T O be ſure wench, you muſt have been aiding 
and abetting him to help him to this . 

Lucy. Sir, here hath been Peachum and his daughter 

Pol, and to be ſure they know the ways of Newgate as 

well as if they had been born and bred in the place all 

their lives, Why muſt all your ſuſpicion light upon me ? 

Lock. Lacy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe i 


anſwers. £ 
Well then —— If I know ing of him, 
Lia thn 2 

Lock. Keep your temper, Lacy, or I ſhal] pronource 
y ou guy. 

cy Keep yours, Sir,-I do wiſh I may be burnt. 
I do—And what can I ſay more to convince you ? 

Lock. Did he tip handſomely ? —How much did he 
come down with? come, huſſy, cheat your father, and 
1 ſhall not be angry with you—p-riaps, you have made 
a better bargain with him than I could have done —how 
much, my good girl ? 

Lucy. You know, fir, I am fond of him, and would 
have given money to have kept him with me. 

Lock. Ah Lacy] thy education miglit have put thee 
more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale- 
bouſe is always beſieg'd. 

Lacy. Dear fir, mention not my education — for twas 
to that I owe my ruin, 


E AIR 
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AIR I. If love's a ſweet paſſion, &c. 


ben young at the bar you firſt taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips and no more ; 

T was hiſs'd by the parſon, the ſquire and the ſat, 
den the gueft was departed, the kiſs was fergot. 
But his Kiſs was ſo ſweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
That I languiſb d and pin'd till I granted the ret. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confeſſion, 
for to be tare he hath been a moſt barbarous v:ilain to 


me. 
Lack. And ſo you have let kim eſcape, huſſey, have 
ou ? 
7 Lucy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
word can perſuade her to any thing—And I could aſk 
no other bribe. 

Lock. Thou wilt always be a vulgar ſlut, Lacy, —If 
you would not be look'd upon as a fool, you thould ne- 
ver do any thing but upon the foot of intereſt, Thoſe th 
act otkerwile are their own bubbles. | 

. But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happen 
to the moſt diſcreet woman, and in love we are all fools 
alike —- Notwithſtanding all be ſwore, I am now fully 
convinc'd that Polly Peachum is actually his wife. Did 
] iet him eicape, (foul that I was! to go to her? 
Polly will wheedle her ſelf into his money, and then 
Peachum will hang him, and cheat us both 

Lock, So l am to be ruin'd, becauie, forſooth, you muſt 
be in love !—2 very pretty excuſe! | 

could murder that impudent happy ſtrumpet 
I give him his life, and that creature enjoys the ſweets of 
ite-Ungrateful Macheath. | 


ATR II. South-Sea Ballad. 
love is all mad»:eſs and folly 
8 Alone I He, 4 4 
70%, tumble, ard cry, 
What a happy creature is Polly! 
Was &er ſuch a wreteh as I ! 
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IWith rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 

Stark blind to my charms, 

Is loft in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling barlot 

Stark blind to my charms, 

I's loſt in the arms 
Of that jilt, that iwveigling harlat 
This, this my reſentment alarms. 


Lack. And fo after all this miſchief, I muſt ſtay here 
to be entertain'd with your caterwauling miſtreſs puſs ? 
—out of my ſight, wanton trumpet ! you thall faſt and 
mortify your ſelf into reaſon, with now and then a little 
handſome diſcipline to bring you to your ſenſe: - Go. 


SCENE I 
Lockit. 


Pra. ham then intends to outwit me in this affaic ; but 
] || be even vithhim.— The dog is leaky with his liquor, 
join ply lim that way, get the ſecret from him, and 
turn this affair to my own advantage— Lions, wolves, 
and vultures don't live together in herds, droves or 
flocks. —Of all animals of prey, man is the only fociable 
one. Every one of us preys upon his neighbour; 
E we herd together — Paachum is my companion, my 
riend - according to the cuſtom of the world. i. 
he may quote thouſands of precedents for cheating me 
and hall not 1 make uſe of the privilege of 
friendſhip to make him a return ? 


Thus gameſlers united in friendſhip ore tons 
Thongh they know that their induſtry all is @ cheat; 
E 2 
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T hey flock to their prey at the dice-box f ſound, 
And join to promote one ancther”s deceit ; 

But if by miſhap 

They fail cf a chap, 
To keep in their hands, they each other intrap : 
Like pikes lank with hunger, who miſs of their ends, 
They bite their companions, and prey on their friends. 


Now, Peachum, you and I like honeſt tradeſmen are 
te have a fair trial which of us two can over reach the 
other La. Exter Lucy.) Are there any of Peachum's 
people now in the houſe ? 

Lecy. Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong wa- 
ters in the next room with black 17“. 

Lock. Bid him some to me. 


SCENE III. 
Leckit, Filch. 


Lock. Why, boy, thou lockeſt as if thou wert Ralf 
ſtarved, like a ſhotten herring. 

Filch. One had need have the conſtitution of a horſe 
to go — the buſineſs Since the favourite child- 
getter was diſabled by a miſhap, I have pick d up a lit- 
tle money by helping the ladies to a pregnancy againſt 
their being call'd down to ſentence— But if a man can- 
not get an honeſt livelihood an eaſier way, I'm ſure tis 
what I can't undertake for another ſeſſion. 

Lock. Truly, if that great un ſhould tip off, 'twe uld 
be an irrepairable loſs. The vigour and proweſs of a 
knight errant never ſav d half the ladies in diſtreſs that 
he hath done But, boy, canſt thou tell me where 
thy maſter is to be found? 

Filch, At his ® Lock, fir, at the Crooked Bil et. 


I och, 


* A Cant word, ſignify ing 4 ware- houſe where ſtolan goods are 
are depoſited. 
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Lock. Very well l hve nothing more with you 

(Ex. Filch; I'll go to him there, for I have many im- 

portant affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way of 

thoſe tranſactions, I'll artfully get into his ſecret 80 

that 3 remain a day longer out of my 
clutc 


SCENE IV. 4 gaming Houſe. 


Macheath in # fine tei Coat, Ben. Budge, Matt 
of the Mint. 


Mach. I am ſorry, gentlemen, the road was fo bar. 
ren of money. When my friends are in difficulties, I 
am always glad that my fortune can be ſerviceable to 
them. (Gives them money.) You ſee, gentlemen, I am 


not a meer court friend, who profeſſes every thing and 


will do nothing 
A I R IV. Lillibullero, 


The modes of the court ſo common are grown. 
That a true friend is hard to be net; 
Friendhhip for intereſt is but a loan, 
Thich they lay out for what they can get. 
"Tis true you find 
Same friends jo kind, 
pe will give you good council themſelves te defend. 
In ſorrawful ditty, 
They promiſe you pity, 
But ſhift y:u for maney, fram friend to friend, 


But we, gentlemen, have ſtill henour encugh to break 
through the corrupticns of the werld— And while I 
can erve you, you may command me. 

Ben. grieves my he: that fo generons a man ſhould 
de involve in juch dijheovities, as ch lige kim to live 
with ſuch ill company, and herd with gametiter:. 

E 3 Dare. 
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Matt. See the partiality of mankind! one man may 
ſteal a horſe, better than another look over a hedge. 
Of all mechanics, of all fervile handicrafts men, a 
gameſter is the vileſt. But yet as many of the quality 
are of the profeſſion, he is admitted among the polit 
company. I wcnder we are not more reſpected. 

Mach. There will be deep play to night at Jary-bone, 
and conſequently money may be picked up upon the 
road. Meet me there, and I'll give you the hint who 
is worth ſetting. | 

Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told, is never without money. 

Mach, What do you mean Mart? —Sure you will not 
think of meddling with kim !—He's a good honeſt kind 
of a fellow, and one of us. 

Ben. To be fure, fir, we will put our ſelves under your 
direction. 

Mach. Have an eye upon the money - lenders —a Rou- 
has, or two, would prove a pretty ſort of an expediti- 
on. hate extortion. 

Matt. Theſe Roulsaus are very pretty things —T hate 
our bank bills—Tte e is ſuch hazard in putting them 
off. 

Mach There is a certain man of diſtinction, who in 
his time hath nick'd me out of a great deal of the ready. 
He is in my caſh, Bexa—!'ll point him out to you this 
evening, and you ſhall draw upon him for the debt 
The company are met; I hear the dice box in the other 
room. So, gentlemen, your ſervani. You'll meet me at 


Mary bone. 
SCENE V. Peachum's eck. 


4 Tab'e with wine, brandy, pipes and tabaccs. 


Peackum, Lockit. 

Tock. The coronation account, brother Peachum is of 
fo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be ſet- 
tled. 

Peach. It conſiſis indeed of a great variety of articles. 
t was worth to our pec ple, in fees cf difle. ent _ 

ve 


— 
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abeve ten inſtalments This is part of the acccunt, 
brother, that lies open befcre us. 

Lock. A lady's tail of rich brocade that, I ſee, 
is diſpos d of. 

Peach. To Mrs. Diana Traper, the tally-woman, and 
ſhe wii make a good hind on't in thoes and flippers, 
to trick out vou lad. es, upon their going into keeping. 

Joh. But 1 don't fre any article ot the jewels, 

Peach Theſe are fo well known, that they mutt be 
ſent abroad -- You'll flad them entered under tte article 
of exportation As tor the ſnutf-hoxes, watckes, 
ſwords, &c | thought it beſt to enter them 
under their ſeveral heads. | 

Lick. Seven and twenty women's pockets compleat ; 
wita the ſcveral things therein contain'd ; all ſeai'd, 
number' d, and enter d. 

Peach. But brother, it is impoſſible fer us now to en- 
ter upon this aff ix ( We thould bave the hole diy be- 
fore us --Peſides the account of the laſt halt year's plate 
is in a bcok by it ſelf, which lies at the och · T office. 

Lack. Bring us then more liquor --- To day ſhall 
be for pleaſure To- morrow for buſin-ſfs.Ah 
brother, thoſe daughters of ours are two ilippery huffies 
---Keep a watchful eye upon Polly, and Micbeatb in a 
day or two thall be our own again. 


AIR V. Den in the North Country, Ec. 


Lock. I hat gudreons are we men 
Every waman'”s eaſy prey, 
Thaugh we have any the hook, again 
A bite and they betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
Ii ben he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies, again he's clap'd 
Iiithin the wiry grate. 


Peach. But what ſignifies catching the bird, if your 
dauguter Lacy will ſet open the dour of the cage? 


Lock. 
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Lock, If men were anſwerable for the follies and frail- 
ties of their wives and daughters, no friends could keep 
a good correſpcndence together for two days This 
is unkind of you, brother ; for among good friends, 
what they ſay or do, goes for nothing, 

- Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's Mrs. Diana Trapes wants to ſpeak 
with you. 

Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lockit ? 

Lock. By all means She's a good cuſtomer, and 
a fine ſpok-n woman---And a woman, who arinks and 
talks ſo freely, will enliven the converſation. 

Peach. Deſire her to walk in. (Exit Ser. 


SCENE VL. 


Peachum, Lockit, Mrs. Trapes. 


Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye your ſervant, one may know 
by your kifs, that your gin is excellent. 

Y rapes. | was always very curious in my liquors. 

Lock. There is no perfum'd breath like it -I have 
been long acquainted with tre flavour of thoſe lips---- 
Haa't I, _ Dye ? CPE * 

Trapes. Fill it up- -I take as large draughts of liquor, 
as 14d of love A rei — 


AIR VI. A ſthepierd kept ſheep, &c. 


In'the days of my youth I could bill like a dove. fa, la, la, &c. 
Like a ſparrow at all times was ready for laue, fa, la, la, &c. 
The life of all mortals in hiſſing ould paſs, 

Lip to lip while aue re young--then the lip tothe glaſs, fa, &c. 


But now, Mr. Prachum, to our buſineſs If you have 
blecks of ary kind, brought in of I:te ; mantoes—7el- 
vet ſcaris— etticats Let it be what it will -] am 
your chap — ſor all my ladies are very fond of morning. 
Peach. Way look \ou Mrs. [re—;cu dea lo bad 
wit: , that ve can ait rd to give tr gentlemen. who 
venture their lives for tae goods, little or notn.ng 
| Trapes. 
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Traper. The hard times oblige me to go very near in 
my Jedling—To be ſure of late years * . been a 
great ſufferer by the parliament I hree thouſand Pounds 
would hardly make me amends—The act for deſt-oying 
the mint, was a ſeve:e cut upon our buſineſs —Till then 
if a cuſtomer ſtept out of the way —we knew where to 
have her No doubt you know Mrs. Coazer—there's 
a wench now (till to day) with a gocd ſuit of cleaths of 
mine upon ker back, and I could never ſet eyes upon 
her for three months together —Since the too a- 
aint impriſonment for imall ſums, my loſs there too 
Bath been very conſiderable, and it muſt be ſo, when a 
lady can borro.v a handſome pettycoat, or a clean gown, 
not have tte leaft hank upon her ! and, o' my 
conſcience now-a days moſt dies take a delight in 
cheating, when they can dy it with ſafety. 
Peach. Madam you had a handiome gold watch of us 


t'cther diy for ſeven gu nezs — conlidering we muſt 


have our profit To a g-ntleman upcn the road, a 
gold watch will be ſcarce worth the taking. . 
Trap. Conſi der, Mr. Peachzm, that watch was re- 


markable, and not cf very ſafe ſale— If vou have any 


dl. ek velvet ſcarfs — they are haudſome winter wear? 
and take with moſt g-ntlemen who deal with my cuſto- 
mers —Tis that put the ladies upon a god foot. *Ths 
not yeuth: ot brauty that fixes their price, The gentle- 
men always pay according to their dreſe, frem half acrown 
to two guineas ; and yet thoſe kuſſics moke nothing of 
bilking we Then too, allowing, fur accidents [ 
have eleven line cuſtomers now down under tie ſurgeun's 
hands, ——Vbat with fees and oti.er expences, there 
are great goings out, and no cemings in, and not a lar- 
thing to pay fer at leafi a menth's cloathing — We run 
great riſques great riſqu's indeed. 

Feach. As | remember, you ſaid ſometking juſt now 
of Mrs. Coaxe'. 

Trab. Yes, dir —To be ſu e I ſtript ber cf a ſuit of 
my own cleat!;s about two hours ago; and have left ker 
as the ſhould be, in ber Hit, witt a lover of kers at my 
kouſe, She call'd m up ficrs as Le was geing te 2 
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bone in a hackney coach - And ] hope fer her own ſake 
and mine, the will pert: de the captain to redeem her, 
for the captain is very generous to the ladies, 

Lack. W:at cp. in? 

Trap. Ile thought I did not know him An inti- 
mate acqua atence of yours Mr. Peachum —— Only 
captain Mace” as fine as a lord. 

Peach. To- rrow dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own price upon of the goods you like We have 
at leaſt iralf à dozen f velvet fearfs, and all at your ſer- 
vice. Will you give me leave to make you a hretent of 
this ſuit of night cloaths for your own u eating 
But are vcu ſure it is captain 1acheath ? 

Trap. Though he thinks I have forgot him, no body 
knows him better. have taken a great deal of tte 
captain's mo1-y in my tim at a ſecond-hand, for he 
alw2v5 lov'd to have the ladies well dreft. 

Peach. Mr. Lackit and I have a little buſineſs with the 
capt-in ; - cu underſtand me and we 
ill lat.tfy you for Mrs. Coarer's debt. 

Lock. Depend upon it we will deal like men 
of Fonour. 

Trap. I don't enquire after your affairs ſo what- 
ever happe'is, I wath mv hands on't it hath always 
been my maxim, that one friend ſhould affiſt another 
But if you pleale —— I'll take one of the ſcarfs home 
with me, * Tis always good to have ſomething in band. 


SCENE VII. Newgate. 
Lucy, 


Jealouſy, rage, love and fear, are at once tearing me 


to pieces. How am | weather-beaten and ſhatter d with 
diſtreſs. 


AIR VII. One evening having loſt my way, &c. 
Pm like a ſti f en the ocean toft, 


Now high, nat low, with each billow born, 
IWith 
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IFith her rudder broke, and her anchor loft, 
Deſerted and all forlorn, 
IV hile thus I he rolling and toffing all night, 
That Polly Hes ſporting on ſeas of delight / 
enge, revenge, revenge, 


Shall appeaſe my reſtleſs ſprite. 


T have the rats-bane T run no riſque ; for I 
can lay ker death upon the gin, and ſo many dye of that 
naturally that I ſhall never be call'd in queſtion — But 
ſay I were to be hang d I never could be hang'd 
for any thing that would give me greater comfort, than 
the palate that ſlut. 


2 
Filch. Madam, here's our Mil Poll come to wait 
upon you. 
Lacy. Shew her in. 
SCENE VII. 


Lucy, Polly. 


Lucy. Dear, madam, your ſervant—I bope you will 
pardon my paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt 
I was fo over-run with the ſpleen, that I was 
perfectly out of my ſelf. And really when one ha h tie 
tpleen every thing is to be excuſed by a friend. 


AIR VIII. Now Roger, I'll tell thee becauſe 
thou'rt my Son. 


Il hen a wife's in her peut, 
( As ſhe's ſometimes, no doubt, ) 
The good huſband as meek as a lamb, 
Her wvapours to jill, 
Firſt grants her her will, 
And the grieting draught is a dram ; 
Poor man ! and the guictiag draught is à dram. 
— 1 
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— ih al or quarrels might have ſo com- 
fortable a reconciliation. 

Polly. have no excuſe for my own behaviour, ma- 
dam, but my misfortunes And really, madam, 
I ſuffer too upon vour account. . 

Lacy. Rut, Miſs Polly in the way of ſriend- 
ſhip, will you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cor- 
dial to ycu? 

Polly. Strong waters are apt to g'ive me the head- 
ach hope, madam, you will excuſe me. 

Lacy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have 
better in her cloſet, for her own private drinking 
You ſeem mighty low in fpirits, my dear. 

Polly. I am ſorry, madam, my health will not allow 
me to accept of your offer I ſhould not have leſt 
2 in the rude manner I did when we met laſt, madam, 

not my papa haul'd me away ſo unexpectedly ——— 
I was indeed ſomewhat provok'd, and perhaps migh 
uſe ſome expreſſions that were diſreſpect ful — 


But really, madam, the captain treated me with ſo much 
contempt and cru-lty, that I deſerv'd your pity, rather 
taan your reſentment. 

Lucy. But fince his eſcape, no doubt, all matters are 
made up again Ah Polly ! Polly ! *tis I am the un- 
taypy wife; and be loves you as if ycu were only bis 
miſlreis. 

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as 
to be the object of your jealouſy 4 man is always 
afraid of a woman who loves him too well ——ſo that 
I muſt expect to he neglefted and avoided, 

Then our caſes, my dear Poly, arc exactly alike, 
Both of us indeed have Leen too fond. 


AIR IX. O Befly Bell. 


Polly. I curſe attends that wiman's love, 
IL 1.2 alwrrs wovld be pleaſing. 

Lucy. Te fertneſs of the billing dave, 
Like tickling is lut teazing. 


Polly. 


4 
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Polly. I dat then in love can wman do? 
Lucy. If we grow fond they ſhun us. 
Polly. And wi en we fly them they purſue, 
Lucy. But leave us when they ve won as. 


Lacy. Love is fo very whimſical in both ſexes, that it 


is impoſſible to be laſting But my heart is par- 
ticular, and contradicts my own ty wakes Ay hg 


Polly. But really, miftreſs Lzcy, by his laſt behavi- 
our, I think I ought to envy you — I was forc'd 


from him, he did not ſhew the leaſt tenderneſs moms 
But perhaps he hath a heart not capable of it. 


AIR. x. Would fate to me Belinda give L 


Among the men, coquets we find 
Ihe court by turns all woman-kind ; 
And we grant all their hearts defir'd, 


I ben they are flatter'd, and admir'd. 


The coquets of both ſexes are ſelf-lovers, and that is a 


love no other whatever can dif; I fear dear 
nen 88 


Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy reflections, in- 
deed, my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low, 
let me prevail upon you, to accept of my offer. 


AIR. XI. Come ſweet laſs, &c. 


Come, fweet laſs, 
Let's baniſh ſorrow, 
*T ill . 3 
Came ſweet laſs, 

Let's take e chirping glaſs. 
Fine can clear 
The vapour: of deſparr ; 
And make us light as air; 
Then drink and 14 care. 
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I can't bear, child to ſce you in ſuch low ſpirits —— 
And I muſt perſuade you to what 1 know will do you 
good I ſhall now ſoon be even with the bypo- 
er ĩtical ſtrumpet. _ . 


SCENE 1X, 
* 


; 'Polly. All this wheedling of Lacy's cannot be for no- 
thing At this time too ! when 1 know ſhe hates 
me! — The diſſembling of a woman is always 
the fore-runner of mĩſcbief By pouring ſtrong 
waters down my throat, ſhe thinks to pump ſome ſe- 

_ crets out of me I'll be upon my guard, and 
wen't taſte a drop of her liquor I'm relolv'd. 


SCENE X. 


Lucy, with ffreng water:, 


Lucy. Come, Miſs Polly. 

Polly. Indeed, child, you have given yourſelf trouble 
to no purpoſe —— Yau muſt, my dear, excuſe me. 

Lacy. Really, Miſs Pally, you are ſo ſqueamitkly 
affected about taking a cup of ſtrong-· wal ers as a lady be- 
fore company. | vow, Polly, I mall take it monſrouſ- 
ly ill if you refuſe me—— Brandy and men though 
women love them never fo well are always taken by 
us With ſome reluctance — unloſs tis in private. 

Polly. i proteſt madam, it goes againſt me 
What do I lee ! Macheart again in cuſtod | — Now 
eFery glimm'ring of happinels is loſt. 

( Drops the glaſi of 'iguour on the ground. 

Lucy, Since things are thus, l'm gial tae vencn bath 
efcap'd : for by this event, tis plain, fla: was not hap- 
Þy eucugh to deſerve. to be poiſon d. ( fide. 


®. 


SCENE 


Ne Beggar's Opera. 
SCENE XI. 
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Lockit, Macheath, Peachum, Lacy, Polly. 


Lock. Set your heart to reſt, captain You have 
neither the chance of love or money for another eſcape 
— for you are order'd to be call'd down upon 
your trial immediately. . 

Peach. Away, huſſies ! - This is not a time 
for a man to be hamper'd with his wives Von ſee 
t:e gentleman in chains already. 
| Lacy. © buſband, huſband, my heart long' d to ſoe 
| thee, but td ſee thee thus diſtracts me |! 

* Polly Will not my dear huſband look upon his 
Polly Why hadſt thou nat hw to ms for pootetiien ? 
with me thou hadſt been fate. 


4 AIR XII. The laſt time I went o'er the moor. 


Polly. Hither, dear husband, turm your eyes. 
Lucy. Beftow oue glance to chear me. 
Polly. Think with that leah, thy Polly dies. 
Eucy. O'fus -t bear me. 
Polly. 77 Polly . | 
Lucy. Tut Lucy hlt. 
* Polly. J. 5527 — love requized 
Lucy. MA; heart is burſting, 
Polly. ---- Mine too breats, 


Lucy. wn, 
Pully. _— uft 7 be fighted. 

Mach. What would have me det 
You ſce this affair will Ve 
diſobliging either of you. 


Peach. But the ſettling this Pint, captain, might 
prevent a law ſuit between your two widows. 411 


bs 
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Al R. XIII. Tom Tinker's my true love. 


Mac. hich way ball I turn me ?--haw can I decide? 
Wives the day of our death, are as fond as a bride. 
Ore wife is too much for _ huſbands te hear, 
But two at a time there's no mortal can bear ; 
This way, and that way, and which way I will 
IV bat ws would comfort the one, t other wife would 
take ill. 


Poly. But if his own misfortunes have made him in- 
ſenſible to mine —— A father ſure will be more com- 
nate Dear, dear, fir, fink tte material evi- 


and bring him off at his trial f upon 
her knees begs it of you, 0 


AIR XIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undone. 


When my hero in court appears, 
And flands arraign'd for his life ; 
Then think of your Polly % tears; © 
r ur Polly b bis wife. 
Like the fai he bold; up his 44 
Dire on the 42835 wave, 
To die a dry death at land, 
1s as bad as a watry grave. 
And alas, poor Polly 
Alaci and well a day 
Before I was in love, 
Oh! every month was May. 


Lacy. If Prachum's heart is harden'd, ſure you, fir, 


will have more compaſſion on a daughter! know the 


you be a tyrant to me ? ( Kneeling. 
AIR 


| 2 0 Py 
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AIR xv. [anthe the lovely, &c. 


l ben he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life, 

O think of your daughter, and think I'm his wife / 
Not are cannons, or bombs, or claſhing of ſwords $ 
For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 

Then nail up their lips ; that dread thunder allay ; 

Aud each mont h of my life will hereafter be May. 


Lock. Macheath's time is come, Lacy. We know our 
own affairs, therefore let us have no more whimpering 
or whining. 


AIR- XVI. A Cobler there was, Cc. 


Our ſelves, like the great, to ſecure @ retreat, 


Men matters require it, maſt give up our 0 
And goed reaſon why, NE 
Or, inſlead of the 
Ev*n Peachum 1 : 
Like poor petty raſcals, might hang; 
Like poor petty raſcals, mig hir hang. . 
Peach. Set your heart at reſt, Polly—Your buſhand is 
to dye to day —Therefore, if you are not pro- 
vided, tis high time to look about for another. 's 
comfort for you, you ſlut. 
Look. We are ready, fir, to conduct you to the Old- 


Baiy. 


AIR XVII. Bonny Dundee. 


Mach. The charg'd is prepar'd; the lawyers are met, 
The judges all raug d (a terrible ſbe u 
Igo, undiſmay'd---for death is a debt, _ 
A debt en demand---fo, take what I owe. 
Then far: wel, my laue,---daur charmers adieu. 
Contenttd I dis---"tis the better for you. _ 
Here ends all diſpate the ref? of cur lives, 
for this way at once I pleaſe all my wives. 

Now, gemlemen, I am ready to attend you. 

- .  & if SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 


Lucy, Polly, Fileh. 
Polly. Follow them, Ni, to the court. And when 
tryal is over, bring me a particular account of bis 
_—_ and of _ thing that happen'd ——_— 
me here with Mi . (Exit Filch.) But why 1 
3 — BY =_— 
Lacy. The priſoners, whoſe are put next 
ale oo tis Gen : 2 
Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charing as mulick ! 
I'm fond of it to diſtraction !—-But alas ! now, all 
mirth ſeems an infult upon my aſſli ctĩon Let us re- 
tire, my dear Lacy, and indulge our ſorrows —The noiſy 
crew, you lee are coming upon us. Exennt. 
A Daxce of Priſoners is Chains, Rc. 
SCENE XIII. 
The condemn'd hold. 


Macheath, in a melancholy poſture. 
AIR XVIII. Happy Groves. 
O crue!, cruel, cruel caſe / 
An I ſaffer this diſgrace ? 
AIR MIX. Of all the girls that are fo ſmart. 
all the in time ef, 
27 15 threat ning ——— 
Net ane ſo ſure can bring relief, 
Hs this bg? friend, a brimmer. (Drinks. 
AIR XX. Britons ſtrike home. 


ia F ſcorn is wince or 


(Riſes. 
AIR XXI. Chevy-Chaſe. 
But now again my ſpirits 3 
TA raiſe them high with 1 
a (Drinks a glaſs of wine. 


+ 


7 he Beggar's Opera. 
ALR XXII. To old Sir Sinan tlie King. 


But valour the flranger grows, 
The flranger liquor we're drinking ; 
haw can we feel our woes, 
When we've ft the trouble of thinking ? (Drinks. 
AIR XXIII. Joy to great Ce/ar. 
If thus---@ man die 
Much balder with Brandy. 
(Pours out a Bumper of Brandy, 
AIR XXIV. There was an old woman. 
So J W 21 bumper and now I can fland 
the te 
Aud my comrades ſhall ſee, that I die as brave a; 
the bet. (Drinks. 
AIR XXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant Sailor. 


But can I leave my pretty hufſies, 
Without one tear, or tender jigh ? 


AIR XXVI. Why are mine eyes ſlill lowing. 


Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes 
Recal my love.----- m F die 


AIR XXVII. Green Sleeves. 


Since laws were made for ev'ry degres 
To curb vice in others, as well as in me, 
1 wonder we ban t better 
Upon Tyburn tree / | 
But gold from law can take out the fling ; 
And if rich men like us were to ſwing, 
*Twould thin, the land, ſuch numbers to fring. 
Upen T yburn tree / 


F ailer. Sore friends of yours, captain, deſire wi 
admittcd—! leave you together. 
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SCENE, 
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SCENE X!V; | 
Macheath, Ben Budge, Matt of ehe Ant. y 
| 


; Mach. For my having broke Priſon, you ſee Gentle- 
men. I amorder'd immediate execution. The ſheriffs 
oſßcers, | believe, are now at the door. — That Femmy 
Twvitcher ſhould peach me, 1 own furpriz'd me! Tis 
a plain proof that the world is all alike, and that even 
our gang can no more truſt one another than other 
Therefore, | beg you, gentlemen, look well to 


yourſelves, for in all probability you may live ſome 


5 . 
Matt, We are heartily ſorry, captain, for your miſ- i 
fortune — But tis what we muſt al come to. , 
Mach. Prachum and Lockit, you know, are infamous 
ſcoundrels. Their lives are as much in your power, as 
yours are in theĩrs.— Remember your dying tf iend ! 
"Tis my laſt requeſt —Bring thoſe villains to the gal- 
lows before you, aad I am fati 
Matt. We'll do't. d 
Jailer Miſs Polly and Miſs Lacy intreat a word with 
9 15 Gentlemen, adieu. 


SCENE XV. es 


Lucy, Machesth, Polly- 
f 


—{ 
- 


% 


Mach. My dear Lacy—my dear Polly— 
hath paſt between us is now at an end---If you are fond 
of marrying again, the beſt advice I can give you, is to 
ſhip yourſelves off fur the N Indies, where you'll 
have a fair chance of getting a busbahd a piece; ar by | 
d luck, two or three, as you like beft. | 


Polly. How can I ſupport this fight! 
Lacy. There is nott1:g moves one fo much as a great 


man in diſtreſs. 
AIR xxvul. All you that muſt take aleap, G. 


Luey. Would I might be bang'd ! 
— ö | 


„ 


priſoner be brought back to bis Wives i triumph. 
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Lucy. To be hang'd with you. 
Polly. Ay dear, with vc. 
Mach. O leave me to theught A I fear ! doubt / 
I tremble ! I drop ln See ym courage is out 


Turns up the empty bottle. 
oy Minton! « 7 
— e ces age i ent. 


'T urns out the em 
Lucy. No token of love / * 
Polly. — 

Lucy. Farem:l. 


Mach. But hark ! ] hear the tel. of the bell. 
Chorus. Tel de ral, bo!, &c. 


Jaibr. Four woman more, captain, with a child a- 
piece ! See here they come. ( Enter women and child en. 
mach. What---four wives more !---This is too much 

flere tell the Sheriffs Officers I am 
ready. (Exit Macheath guarded. 


SCENE XVI. 


Te them, enter Player and Beg2ar. 


Play. But honeft frind, 1 hope you don't intend that 
Macheeth ſhall be really executed. a 
To mike the piece 


Beg Moſt certainly, fir 
ng ſtrict poetical juſtice 


perfect, I was for doi 
Macheath is to be hang d; and for the other perſonages 
of the Drama, the audience muſt have ſuppos d they 
were all either hang'd or tranſported. 

Pla. then, friend, tl is is a down-right deep 
Tragedy. c2taſtrophe is manifeſtly wrong, for 
an Opera muſt end dee I 

Beg. Your objection, fir is very juſt ; and is eaflily re- 
mov'd for you muſt allow, that in this kind of Drama, 
tis no matter bew abſurdly things are brought about 
So---you rabble there run and cry a reprieve let the 


Play 


66 The Bergar's Opera. 
Play. All this we miſt do, to ecmp!+ with the tafte 
of the town. 
Rer. Throagh the whole piece you may cbieve ſuch 
a fi liide of manners in hig ani low | fe, that it is 
' difficult to termine whether (in tte faſhionable vices) 
the fine gen en imitate the gentlemen of tue road, 
or the gentleme” of the road the fine gentlemen---Had 
the play remain d, as I at firſt intended, it would have 
carried a moſt excellent moral. Twould have thown that 
the lower fort of people have their vices mn a degree as 
well as the rich : and that they are punifh'd for them. 


SCENE XVII. 
To them, Macheath d 75 Rabble. Ke. 


Mach. So it ſeems, | am not left to my choice, but 


miſt have a wife at laſt Look ye, my dear, 
we will have no controverſy now. Let us give thi 


| 2 
to mirth, and I am ſure ſhe who tainks herſelf my wife 


will teſtify her j a dance. 
All. S .— a dance. 

Xach. Ladies, I hope you willgiveme lave to t 

a partner to each of you. And (if | may without o J 

or this time, I take Polly for mine---and for life, you 

fjat-- for we are really married As for the reſt; — 

But at preſent kecp your own ſecret. (To Polly. 


? A DANCE. 


AIR XXIX. Lund of Puddings, Oe. 
Tour 1 fland Ae the Turk, with bis doxies around: 
From all i lei their glances his paſſion confound /! 
Far black, I, and fair, bis inconflency burns, 
And the diff.rent beauties ſubdue hi by tur: 

Farb calls forth ber charms, to provoke his defires, 
Though willing to al, with but one be retires. 

But think of this maxim, and put off your ſorrow, 
The wretch of to-day, may be happy to morrow. 
"Chorus. But think of this maxim, &c. 
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A TABLE — 


ACT 1. : 
| 
Ait 1 rough all the emplo ts of liſe I 
T* 2 Tis eee ſeduces all 2 
Air 3 lf any Wench Vs: s Girdle wear 4 
| Air. 4 If Love the Virgin's Heart invade 
Air x 4 Maid is like ef Golden Oar | 8 
Air 6 Virgins are like the fair Flower, Cc. 1 
Ait 7 Our Polly is a fad Slut, Cc. 9 
Air 8 Can Love be controul d by Advice 11 
Air 9 O Polly you might have toy d and kiſt 12 
0 Air 10 1 like a Ship in Storms, was toft 13 
Air 11 A Fox may ſteal vour Hens, Sir, 
Air 12 Oh, ponder well / be not ſevere 18 
Air 13 The Turtle thus with plaintive crying ibid 
Air 14 Pretty Polly, fay 18 
Air 15 My Heart was ſo free 19 
Air 16 Were l laid on Grenland's Coſt ibid 
— Air 17 O what pain it is to part 20 
Air 18 The Miſer thus a Sdilling ſees 21 
ACT IL. Air 1 Fill ev'ry Glaſs, for Wine &c. 22 
Air 2 Let us take the Road 24 
Air 3 If the Heart ofa Man is depreſt with Cares ibid 
Air 4 Youth's the Seaſon made for Joys 26 
Air 5 Beſore the Barn door crowing 23 
1 Air 6 The Gunſters and Lawyers. Cc. 29 
Air 7 At the Free I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure 30 
Air 8 Man may eſcape from Rope x: d Gun 31 
Air 9 Thus when a Heſewife ſees a Rat 33 
ir 10 How cruel are the Traytors tbid 
Air 11 The firſt time at the 12 glaſs 34 
ir 12 When you centu'e the Age 36 
Air 13 is ti en bis Fate decreed, Sir, | 37 
Air 14 You'll thiak e er many Da, s enſue 38 


A TABLE of the AIRS. 


Air 15 if you at an office \-llici: your Due 
Air 16 Thus when the Swallow, ſeeking Prey 
Air 17 How b-ppy could! be with either 
Air 18 I'm bubbled | 
Air 19 Ceaſe your Funning 

Ait 20 Why how now, Madam Flirt 

Air 21 No Power on Earthcan e et dovide 
Air 22 1 like the Fox ſhall grieve 


ACT III. Air : When young at the Bar, &c. 


Air 2 My Love is all Madneſs and Folly 
Air 3 Thus Gameſters united in Friendſhip, &c. 
Air 4 The Modes of the Court, e. 

Air 5 What Gudgeons are we Men 
Air 6 In the Days of my Youth, &c. 

Air 7 I'm like a fkif on the Ocean toſt 

Air 8 When a Wife's in ker Pout 

Air 9 & Curſe attends that Woman's Love 

Air 10 Among the Men, Coquets we fiad 

Air 11 Come, ſweet Laſs 

Air 12 Hither, dear Hi band, turn your Eyes 
Air 13 Which way ſhall I turn me, Q. 

Air 14 When my Hero in Court appears 

Air 15 When te tolds up his Hand, .. 

Air 16 Cur ſelves like the Great, e. 

Air 17 The Charge is prepar'd, &c. 

Air 18 O ervel, cruel, cruel Cale! 

Air 19 Of all the Friends in time of Grief 

Air 20 Since I muſt fwing—! ſcorn, &c. 

Air 21 Put now again my Spirits ſink 

Air 22 Valour the ffronger grows 

Air 23 If thiz—A Man can die 
Air 24 So I drink off this Bumper Qs. 
Air 25 Put can l leave my pretty Huſſies 
Air 26 Their Fyes, t:eir Lips their guſſes 

Air 27 Since Laws are made for ev*ry Degree 
Air 28 Weuld I might be hang'd 

Air 29 Thus | ſtand like the Turk, Ce. 
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